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PREFACE. 

I T will be to little purpofe, the Author prefumes, to 
offer any reafons, \\liy the following poems appear 
in public, for it is ten to one whether he gives the 
true ; and if he does, it is much greater odds, whether 
the gentle reader is fo courteous as to believe him. He 
could tell the world, according to the laudable cufloin 
of Prefaces, that it was through the irrefiflible impor- 
tunity of fuends, or feme other excufe of ancient re- 
nown, that he ventured tliem to the prefs , but he 
thought it much better to leave every man to guefs for 
himfelf, and then he would be fuie to fatisfy liimfcif ; 
for, let v/hat v, ill be pretended, people are grown fo 
very apt to fancy they are always in the right, that, 
unlefs It hk their humour, it is immediately condemn- 
ed for a fham and liypocrify. 

In fhort, that which wants an excufe for being in 
print, ought not to have been printed at all ; but whe- 
ther the enfuiiig poems deferve to fland in that clafs, the 
world mufl have leave to determine. What faults the 
true judgment of the Gentleman may find out, it is to 
be hoped his candour and good-humour will eufily 
pardon, but thofe which the peevifhnefs and ill-natuie 
of the Critic may difcover, muft exped to be unmer- 
cifully ufed : Though, metliinks, it is a very prepofle- 
roiis plcafure, to fcratch other perfons till the blood 
comes, and then laugh at and ridicule them, 
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Some perfons, perhaps, may wonder, bow Things o£ 
this Nature dare come into the world w ithout the pro- 
tection of fome great name, as they call it, and a fui- 
fome Epiflle Dedicatory to his Grace, or Right Honour- 
able ; for, if a Poem ftmts out under my Lord's Patio- 
nage, the Author imagines it is no lefs than fcaudahm 
magnatum to diilike it , efpecially if he thinks fit to 
tell the world, that this fame Lord is a perfon of 
wonderful Wit and Underftandmg, a notable judge of 
Poetry, and a very confiderahh Poet himfelf. But if 
a Poem have no intrinfic excellencies, and real beauties, 
the greateft name in the world will never induce a man 
of fenfe to approve it , and if it has them, Tom Pi- 
per's is as good as my Lord Duke's, the only difference 
is, Tom claps half an ounce of fnuff into the Poet’s 
hand, and his Grace twenty guineas : for, indeed theie 
lies the ftrength of a great name, and the greateil pro- 
tection an Author can receive from it. 

To pleafe every one, would be a new thing , and to 
write fo as to pleafe nobody, would be as new . for 
even Quarles and Withers have their admirers. The 
Author is not fo fond of fame, to defire it from the in- 
judicious Many ; nor of fo mortified a temper, not to 
wifh It from the difcerning hew. It is not the multi- 
tude of applaufes, but the good fenfe of the applauders, 
which eftablifhes a valuable reputation ; and if a Rymcr 
'or a Congreve fay it is well, he will not be at all folici- 
tous how great the majority may be to the contrary. 

Loudon 3 1699. 
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I F Heaven the grateful liberty would gi\o. 

That I might chufc my method how to live ; 
And all thofe hours propitious Fate Ihouid Icnd» 

In blifsful cafe and fiitisfii<Slion fpend ; 

Near fome fair town I \l have a private feat, 
Built uniform, not little, nor too great : 

Better, if on a rifing ground it fttunl j 

On this fide fields, on that a rxiglibouring \v(5od* 

]t flioul'd within no other tilings contain. 

But what are ufefiil, neceflary, plain: 

Methinks 'ris naufeous ; and I *d neVr endure 
The ncedlcfs pomp of gaudy furniture* 

A little garden, grateful to the eye ; 

And a cool rivulet run murmuring by ; 

On whofe delicious banks a ilutciy row 
Of fhady limes, c»r lyoamore-, ihouid grow. 

At th' end of which a filcnt ftudy plac’d, 

Should be with all the noblcli authc^rs gratM : 
Horace and Virgil, in whofe mighty lines 
Immortal wit, and foHd learning, thincs ; 

Sharp Juvenal, and amorous ih'id too, 

Who all the turns of love's fuft paliion knew : 
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He that with judgment reads his charming lines. 

In which ftrong art with Wronger nature joins. 
Mull grant his fancy does the beft excel ; 

His thoughts fo tender, and exprefs’d fo well : 
With all thofe moderns, men of Ileady fenfe, 
Elleem’d for learning, and for eloquence. 

In fome of thele, as fancy fhoiild advife, 

1 ’d always take my morning exercife : 

For fure no minutes bring us more content. 

Than thofe in pleafing, uleful ftudies fpent, 

I 'd have a clear and competent eftate. 

That I might live genteely, but not great : 

As much as I could moderately fpend ; 

A little moie, foraetimes t’ oblige a friend. 

Kor fhould the fons of poverty repine 

Too much at fortune, they Ihould taiie of mine; 

And all that objeds of true pity were, 

Should be reliev'd with what my vC'ants could fpare 
For that our Maker has too largely given. 

Should be return'd in gratitude to Heaven, 

A frugal plenty fhould my table fpread ; 

With healthy, not luxurious, difhes fpiead ; 
Enough to fatisfy, and fomething more. 

To feed the flranger, and the neighbouring poor. 
Strong meat indulges vice, and pampering food 
Creates difeafes, and inflames the blood. 

But what fufficient to make nature flrong. 

And the bright lamp of life continue long, 

I 'd fieely take ; and, as I did pofTefs, 

The bounteous Author of my plenty blefs. 



I ’d have a little vault, but always fior’d 
With the beft wines each viritage could afFord* 
Wine v^hets the wit, improves its native force. 
And gives a pleafant flavour to difeourfe : 

By making all our fpirits debonair. 

Throws off the Ices, the fediment of care. 

But as the greatefl bleffing Heaven lends 
May be debauched, and ferve ignoble ends ; 

So, but too oft, the grape’s refrcfhing juice 
Does many mifehievous efleifis produce. 

My houfe fhould no fiich rude diforders knoxv. 

As from high drinking confcquently flow ; 

Nor would I life what was fo kindly given. 

To the diflionour of indulgent Heaven. 

If any neighbour came, he fhould be free, 

I'^s’d with lefpe^t, and not imcafy be. 

In my letreat, or to himfelf or me. 

What freedom, prudence, and right reafon gave. 
All men may, with impunity, receive : 

But the leafl fwerving from their rule ’s too much ; 
For W'hat ’s forbidden us, ’tis death to touch. 

That life may be more comfortable yet. 

And all my joys refin’d, fuicere, and great ; 

I ’d choofe two friends, whofe company would be 
A great advance to my felicity : 

Welhborn, of humours fuited to my own, 

Difc reet, and men as well as books have knovni : 
Brai e, generous, witty, and exatbly free 
Fsoin loofe behaviour, or formality ; 
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Airy and prudent ; merry, but not light ; 

Quick in difceming, and in judging right : 

Secret they fhould be, faithful to their trufl: ; 

In reafomng cool, ftrong, temperate, and juft; 
Obliging, open, without huffing, brave , 

Bn Ik in gay talking, and in fobcr, grave : 

Clole in difpute, but not tenacious ; try'd 
By foiid reafon, and let that decide : 

Not prone to lull, revenge, or envio-us hate ; 

Nor bufy medlers with intrigues of ftate : 

St I angers to dander, and fworn foes to fpite;. 

Not quarrelfome, but dout enough to fight 
Loyal, and pious, fiiends to Ccefar ; true 
As dying Martyrs, to their Maker too* 

In their fociety i could not mifs 
Apeimanent, lincere, fubftaiitiai blifs* 

Would bounteous Heaven once more indulge, I \i' 
(For who would fo much fatisfadiion lofe, [choofc 
As witty nymphs, in converfation, give) 

Near fomc obliging modeft fair to li\e : 

For there 's that fwectnefb in a female mind. 

Which in a man’s we cannot hope to find ; 

That, by a fecret, but a powerful ait, q 

Winds up the fpring of life, and does impai t I 
Frefh vital heat to the tranfported heart. j. 

^ I ’d have her reafon all her paffion fway ; 

Eafy in company, in private gay : 

Coy to a fop, to the defeiving free ; 

Still conflaat to herfelf, and jufl: to 
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A foul fbxC fliould have for great adions lit ; 
Prudence and wifdom to diiecl her wit : 

Courage to look bold danger m the face ; 

No fear, but only to be proud, or bafe ; 

Quick to advife, by an emergence preft. 

To gi\e good counfel, or to take the bell. 

I ’d have th’ expreffion of her thoughts be fuch,. 
She might not feem referv’d, nor talk too much ; 
That fliews a want of judgment, and of fenfej, 
More than enough is but impertinence. 

Her condud regular, her mirth refin’d ; 

Civil to Grangers, to her neighbours kind : 
Averfe to vanity, revenge, and pride ; 

In all the methods of deceit untry’d : 

So faithful to her friend, and good to all. 

No cenfure might upon her adions fall : 

Then would cv’n envy be compeil’d to fay. 

She goes the leaft of womankind afiray. 

To this fair creature I ’d fometimes retire 
Her converfation would new joys infpire ; 

Giie life an edge fo keen, no furly caie 
Would venture to affault my foul, or dare. 

Near my retreat, to hide one fecret fnare.u 
But fo divine, fo noble a repafi: 

I ’d feldon”!, and with moderation,, tafie ; 

For highefi: coi dials all their virtue lofe. 

By a too frequent and too bold a ufe ; 

And what would cheer the fpirits in difirefs. 
Ruins Qur health, when taken to excefs. 
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I ’d be concern'd in no litigious jar ; 

Belov'd by all, not vainly popular. 

Whatever affiftance I had power to bring, 

T' oblige my country, or to ferve my king. 
Whene’er they call, I 'd readily afford 
My tongue, my pen, my coimfel, or my fword. 
Law-fuits I 'd fhun, with as much fludious care. 
As I would dens where hungry lions are , 

And rather put up injuries, than be 
A plague to Kim, who 'd be a plague to me. 

I value quiet at a price too great. 

To give for my revenge fo dear a rate : 

For what do we by all our buffle gain. 

But counterfeit delight for real pain ? 

If Heaven a date of many years would give. 
Thus I 'd in pleafure, eafe, and plenty live. 
And as I near approach’d the verge of life'. 
Some kind relation (for I ’d havc^no wife) 
Should take upon him all my worldly care, 
Whilll I did for a better ftate prepare. 

Then I ’d not be with any trouble vex’d. 

Nor have the evening of my daj^s perplex’d ; 

But by a filent and a peaceful death. 

Without a figh, reiign my aged breath. 

And when committed to the dull, I ’d ha\»'e 
Few tears, but friendly, dropt into my grave. 
Then would my exit fo propitious be. 

All men would wilh to live and die like me. 
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LOVE TRIUMPHANT OVER REASOJ^^ 
A V I S I O 

T HO' gloomy thoughts difturb’d my anxious breat 
All the long nighty and drove away my reft * 

Juft as the dawning day began to rife, 

A grateful Humber closed my waking e} cs ; 

But adive fancy to ftrange regions flew. 

And brought furprizing objeds to my view, 

Methought I walk'd in a delightful grove. 

The foft retreat of gods, %vhcn gods make love. 

Each beauteous objed my charm'd foul amaz’d. 

And I on each with equal wonder gaz'd , 

Nor knew which moft delighted : all was line: 

The noble produd of fome Power Divine, 

But as I travers’d the obliging ftiade. 

Which myrtle, jeffamine, and rofes, made, 

I faw a perfon whofe celeftial face 
At ftrft declar’d her goddefs of the place : 

But I difeover’d, when approaching near. 

An afped full of beauty, but fevere* 

Bold and majeftic ; every awful look 
Into my foul a fecret horror ftruck. 

Advancing faither on, Ihe made a Hand, 

And beckon’d me; I, kneeling, kit'd her hand ; 

Then thus began — Bright Deity I (for f , 

You are, no mortals fuchi^erfedaons Uuu ) 
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3 may intrude ; but how I was conveyed 
To this Rrange place, oi by what povverfiil aid^ 

1 ^ra wholly ignorant ; nor know I more. 

Or where I am, or whom I do adore. 

Inftrud: me then, that I no longei m^iy 
In darknefs ferve the goddtfs I obey. 

Youth ! Die reply ’d, this place belongs to one,, 

By whom you "11 be, and tlioiifands «ue undone, 
Thefe pleafant walks, and all thefe fhady bowers. 

Are in the government of dangerous powcis. 

Love "s the capricious mafter of this coaft ; 

I'his fatal kbynnth, \vhere fools are loih 
I dwell not here amidd: thefe gaudy things, 

Whofe Ihort enjoyment no true pleafure brings ; 

But have an empire of a nobler kind : 

My regal feat "s la the ccleftial mind ; 

Where, with a godlike and a peaceful hand* 

I rule, and^make thofc happy I command. 

For, while I govern,, all within "s at rcfl; 

No ftormy palfion revels in my breall : 

But when my power is defpicable grown,. 

And rebel appetites ufurp the throne. 

The foul no longer quiet thoughts enjoys ; 

But all is tumult, and eternal noife. 

Know, youth ! I "xu-Reafon, which you Ve oft defpisfd 
I am that Reafon, which you never pri/d : 

And though my argument fuecefslefs prove, 

(For Reafon feems impertinence in love) 

Yet I "11 not fee my charge (for all mankind 
Are to my guardianfhip by Heaven align’d} 
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Into the grafp of any rum run, 

That I can warn them of, and they may fhon. 
Fly, youth, thefe guilty fhades ; retreat in time. 
Ere }our midake ’s converted to a enme : 

For ignorance no longer can atone. 

When once the error and the fault is known* 
You thought perhaps, as giddy youth inclines. 
Imprudently to value all that Ihines, 

In thefe retirements freely to pofTefs 
True joy, and ftiong fubdantial happinefs : 

But here gay Folly keeps her court, and here. 

In crowds, liei tributary Fops appear; 

Who, blindly laviHi of their golden days, 
Confume them all in her fallacious ways* 

Pert Love with her, by joint commiffion, rules 
In this capacious realm of idle fools ; 

Who, by falfc hearts, and popular deceits. 

The carelefs, fond, unthinking mortal cheats. 
’Tis eafy to dcicend into the fnare. 

By the pernicious conduff of the fair ; 

But fafely to return from this abode, 

Requiies the wit, the prudence of a god : 
Though you, who have not tailed that delight. 
Which only at a diilance charms your fight. 

May, w ith a little toil, retrieve your heart : 
Which loll is fubjed to eternal fmart. 

Bright Delia's beauty, I muH needs confefs* 

Is truly great ; nor would I make it lefs ; 

That were to wrong her, where fee merits moH; 
But dragons guard the fruit, and rocks the coail* 
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And who would run, that ’s moderately wifc;^ 

A certain danger, for a doubtful pruc ? 

If you mifcany, you arc JofI fo far 

{For there 's no erring mice in love and war) 

You 11 ne’er recover, but mull always wear 
Thofe chains \ou 11 find it dillicult to bear. 

Delia has charms, I own , fuch chaims would move 
Old age, and frozen impotence to love : 

But do fiOt venture, where fuch danger lies; 

Avoid the fight of thofe vuftorious eyes, 

Whofe poifonous rays do to the foul impart 
Delicious ruin, and a pleafing fmart. 

You draw, inienfibly, defirudion near ; 

And love the danger, which you ought to fear* 

If the light pains you labour under now, 

Deftroy your eafe, and make your fpints bow • 
Youll find them much more grievous to be borne. 
When heavier made by an imperious fcorn : 

Nor can you hope, fhe will your paflion hear 
With fofter notions, or a kinder ear. 

Than thofe of other fwains ; who always found. 

She rather widen’d than clos’d up the wound. 

But grant, Ihe fibould indulge your Hame, and give 
Whate’er you ’d alk, nay, all you can receive ; 

The fhortliv’d pleafuie would fo quicUy cloy. 

Bring fuch a weak, and fuch a feeble joy. 

You ’d have but fmall encouragement to boafi 
The tinfel rapture worth the pains it cofl* 

Confider, Strephon, foberly of things. 

What ftrange inquietudes Love always brings t 
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The fooliih fears, vain hopes, and Jealoufies^ 

Which ftill attend upon this fond difeafe : 

How you mufi: cringe and bow, fubmit and whine ; 
Call every feature, every look, divine : 

Command each fentence with an humble fmile ; 
Though nonfenfe, fwear it is a heavenly ftyle ; 

Servilely rail at all Ihe difapproves 5 
And as ignobly flatter all flie loves : 

Renounce your very fenfe, and filent lit> 

While £he puts off impertinence for wit : 

Like fetting-dog, new whipp’d for fpringing gamCj^ 
You mufl: be made, by due corre(flion, tame. 

But if you can endure the naufeous rule 
Of woman, do ; love on, and be a fooL 
You know the danger> your own methods ufe ; 

The good or evil 's in your power to choofe ; 

But who 'd exped a fliort and dubious blifs 
On the declining of a precipice j. 

Where if he flips, not fate itfelf can fave 
The falling wretch from an untimely gra\ e ? 

Thou great diredrefs of our minds, faid 
We fafely on your didates may rely ; 

And that which you have now fo kindly prefl:,^ 

Is true, and, without contradifiion, bed i 
But with a fleady fentence to control 
The heat and vigour of a youthful foul. 

While gay temptations hover in our %ht. 

And daily biing new objeds of delight. 

Which on us with furprizing beauty fmifc,. 

Is difficult 3 but IS a noble toil. 

The? 
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The bcil: may flip, and the moft caotious fall ; 

He 's more than mortal that ne*er err*d at ail. 

And though fair Delia has my fool pofleH, 

I ^11 chace her bright idea from my breafl : 

At lead, 1 11 make one efiay. If I fail, 

And Delia’s charms o’er Reafon do prevail^ 

I may be, fare, from rigid cen fares free. 

Love was my foe ; and Love ’s a deity. 

Then ilie rejoin’d; may you fuccefsful prove. 

In yoar attempt to curb impetuous Love : 

Then will proud paliion on her rightful lord. 

You to yourfelf, I to my throne reflor’d : 

But to confirm your courage, and infpire 
Your refolution with a bolder fare. 

Follow me, youth ! 1 11 fhew you that fhall move 
Your foul to curfe the tjranny of Love. 

Then flie com'cy’d me to a difmal flude,^ 

Which melancholy yew and cypre(s made ; 

Where I beheld an antiquated pile 
Of rugged building in a narrow ifle ; 

The water round it gave a naiifeous fmell. 

Like vapours fteeming from a fulphurous cdL 
The ruin’d wall, compos’d of linking mud, 
O’er-grown with hemlock, on fupporters ftood ; 

As did the roof, ungrateful to the view ; 

w^as both an hofpital, and bedlam too. 

Before the entrance, mouldering bones were fpread, 
Some fkeletons entire, fome lately dead ; 

A little rubbifh loofely fcatter’d o’er 
Their bodies uninterr’d, day round the door. 
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No funeral rites to any here ere paid. 

But dead like dogs into the dull convey’d. 

From hence, by Reafon’s condu^i, I was brought* 
Through various turnings to a fpacious vault. 

Where I beheld, and ’t was a mournful fight, 

Vaft crowds of wretches all dcbarr’d from light, 

But what a few dim lamps, expiring, had ; 

Which made the profpedt more amazing fad. 

Some w^cpt, fome rav’d, fome muficaily mad : 

Some fweaiing loud, and others laughing: Some 
Were alwajs talking ; others always dumb. 

Here one, a dagger m his bread:, expires. 

And quenches w ith his blood his amorous dies : 

There hangs a fecond ; and, not far remov’d, 

A third lies poifon’d, w^ho falfe Celia lov’d. 

AJl foits of madnefs, eveiy kind of death. 

By w hich unhappy mortals lofe their breath. 

Were here expos’d before my wandering eyes. 

The fad effeds of female treacheries ; 

Others I faw, who were not quite bereft 
Oi' fenfe, though very fmall remains were left, 

Curfing the fatal folly of their }Outh, 

For tiuilmg to perjurious woman’s truth* 

Thefc on the left* Upon the right a view 

OF equal horror, equal mifery too ; 

Amazing ^ all employ’d my troubled thought. 

And, w ith new wonder, new averfion brought. 

HuTc I beheld a wretched, numerous throng 
Of pale, lean mortals j fome lay ftretch*d along 
VoL. XVIL C 
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On beds .of ftraiv, difconfolatc and poor; 

Others extended nakcil on the floor ; 

Exil'd from human pity, here they lie. 

And kno'iv no end of mifery till they die. 

But death, which comes hi gay and p; Jiperous da\". 
Too foon, in time of mifery dchM's. 

Thefe dreadful fpedacics had fo much poucr, 

I vow'd, and folemnly, to love no more : 

For fure' that flame ic kindled from below. 

Which breeds fuch fad variety of woe. 

Then we defeended, by fonie few degrees* 

From this fliipendous fccne of miferics ; 

Bold R'eafon brought me to another cave. 

Dark as the inmoll chambers of the grave- 
Here, youth, Ihe cry'd, in. the acutell pain, 

Thofe villains lie, who have their fathers iflain, 
Stabb'd their own brothers, nay, their friends, to pleale 
Ambitions, proud, revengeful millrefies ; 

Who, after all their fervices, preferr’d 
Some rugged fellow of the brawny herd 
Before thofe wretches ; who, defpairing, dwell 
In agonies no human tongue can tcIL 
.Darknefs prevents the too amazing fight ; 

And you may blefs the happy want of light- 
But my tormented ears were fill'd with fighs,^ 

Expiring groans,, and lamentable cries,. 

So very lad I could endure no more ; 

Methought I felt the miferies they bore. 

Ihen to my guide faid I, For pity now 
‘Conduct me back * here I confirm my vow. 
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Which, if I dare infringe, be this my fate. 

To* die thus wretched, and repent too Jate. 

The charms of beauty I "]] no more purfuc : 
Delia, farewell, farewell for ever too. 

Then we letunfd to the delightful grote; 
Where Reafon fill difiuaded me from Love, 

You fee, fhe cry Vi, what mifery attends 
On Love, and where too frequentlj. it ends ; 

And let not that unweildy pailion fw^vy 
Your foul, winch none but whining fools obey*, 
llie mafciiline, brave fpirit fcorns to own 
The proud ufurper of my facred throne , 

Nor with idolatrous dcvxtion pays 
To the falfe god, or facrifee, or praife. 

The Syren V mufic charms the failor's ear; 

But he IS ruinVi if he flops to hear : 

A.nd, if yob iillen. Love s harmonious voice 
As much delights, as* certainly deflroys* 

Anibrofia mix'd with Aconite may have 
A pleafant tafle, but fends you to the grave : 

For though the latent poifon may be Rill 
A while. It very feldom fails to kiii. 

But who 'd paitake the food of gods, to die 
Within a day, or live m mifery ? 

Who 'd eat v ith emperors, if o’er his head 
A poniard hung but by a fingle thread * ? 

Love’s banquets are extravagantly fweet. 

And eitliei kill, or forfeit, ad that eat ; 


# The feaH of Pemocles. 
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Who, "when the fated appetite is tir’d. 

E’en loath the thoughts of what they once admir’d* 
You ’ve promis’d, Strephon, to forfake the charms 
Of Delia, though Ihe courts you to her aims: 

And fure I may your icfolution trufl , 

You ’ll nevei want temptation, but be jufl* 

Vows of this nature, youth, muft not be broke ; 

You ’re always bound, though ’t is a gentle yoke* 
Would men be wife, and my advice purfue. 

Love’s conquefls would be fmall, his triumphs few : 
For nothing can oppofe his tyranny, 

Whth fuch a profped of fuccefs as I. 

Me he detefts, and from my prefence flies. 

Who knows liis aits, and fl.ratagems defpife. 

By which he cancels miglity Whfdom’b rules. 

To make himfelf the deity of fools . 

Idim dully they adore, him blindly ferve, ^ 

Some while they" ’re fots, and others while they fl:ar\c ; 
For thofe who under his wild conduct go. 

Either come coxcombs, or he makes them fo ; 

His charms dcpiive, by tiicir llrange influence, 

1 he brave of courage, and the wife of fenfe : 

In vain philofophy would fet the mind 
At liberty, if once by him confin’d : 

The fcholar’s learning, and the poet’s wit, 

A while may ftruggle, but at lafl fubmit : 

Weil-wcigh’d refults and wife conclufions feera 
But empty” chat, impertinence to him : 

His opiates feue fo firongly on the brain. 

They make all prudent application vain : 

If. 
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If, therefore, you refolve to live at eafe,. 

To talle the fweetnefs of internal peace , 

Would not for fafety to a battle fly, 

Or choofe a fliipAreck, if afiaid to die , 

Far from thefe pleafurable Ihades lemove. 

And leave the fond, inglorious toil of Love 
This faid, fne vaniirf d,. and methought I lound 
Myfelf tranfported to a rifing ground > 

From whence I did a pleafant \ ale furvey. 

Large was the profpeft, beautiful, and gay. 

There I beheld th' apartments of delight, 

Whofe curious forms oblig'd the wondering light , 
Some in full i icw upon the champain plac’d. 

With lofty walls and cooling ftreams embrac'd . 

Otlicis, in lliady groves, retir’d from noife. 

The feat of private and exalted joys. 

At a gieat diilance I perceiv'd thcie flood 
A flately building an a fpacious wood. 

Whole gilded turrets rais'd their beauteous heads 
High in the air, to view the neighbouring nBeads^ 
Where vulgar loveis fpend their happy days. 

In ruflic dancing, and delightful plays. 

But while I gaz'd with admiration round, 

I heard fiom far cadeflial mufic found : 

So foft, fo moving, fo harmonious, all 
The artful charming notes did rife and fall ; 

My foul, tranfported with the graceful airs. 

Shook off the preHtires of its former fears : 

I felt afrefh the little god begin 
To ftir himfelf, and gentle move within*. 

C3- 


Then 
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*Tben I icpented I had vow’d no nioie 
To love, 01 Delia’s beauteous eyes adore. 

Why am I now condemn’d to banilhment. 

And made an exile, by my own confent ? 

I fighing cry’d, why fhould I live in pain 
Thofe Hecting liouis which ne’er return again ? 

0 Delia 1 what can wretched Strephon do ! 
Inhuman to himfclf, and falfe to you 1 
’Tis true, I ’ve promis’d Rcafon to remove 
From thefe ictieats, and quit bright Delia’s lo\e : 
But is not Reafon partially unkind ? 

Are all her votaries, like me, confin’d ^ 

Mull none, that uudci hei dominion live. 

To Love and Beauty \eneration give ? 

Why then did Nature youthful Delia grace 
With a majedic mien, and charming face ? 

Why did fhc gi\e her that fuipiizing an , 

Make her fo gay, fo witty, and fo fair; 

Miftrefs of all that can aiTcdion mot c. 

If Rcafon will not futfer us to love ? 

But, fmee it mull be fo, I ’ll haHe away ; 

'’Tis fatal to return, and death to flay. 

From you, bk*! fhades 1 (if I may call you fo 
Inculpable) w ith mighty pain 1 go ; 

Compell’d fiom hence, I leave my quiet here; 

1 may find fafety, but I buy it dear. 

Then turning lound, I faw a beauteous boy. 
Such as of old were meffengers of joy : 

Who art thou, or from whence ? if fent, faid I, 
To me, myhalle requires a quick leply* 


I come. 
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I come, he cryM, from yon celeftial grove, - 
Where ftands the temple of the God of Love 5 
With whofe important favour you are grac*d> 

And juftly in his high protedion plac’d : 

JBe grateful, Strephon, and obey that god, 

Whofe feeptre ne’er js chang’d into a rod : 

That god, to whom the haughty and the proud. 

The bold, the bravell, .nay, the bell, have bow'd fc 
That god, whom all the lelfer gods adore ; 

Firil in exigence, and the firll in power. 

From him I come, on embaily divine. 

To tell thee, Delia, Delia may be thine 5 
lb whom all beauties righful tribute pay ; 

Delia, the young, the lovely, and the gay. 

If you dare pulli your fortune, if you dare 
Jlur ])e refolved, and prefs the yielding fair, 
fSuccefs and glory will your labours crown ; 

}<br Fate" docs rarely on the valiant frown. 

But, were you furc to be unkindly us\i, 

Bolclly receiv’d, and fcornfully refus’d ; 

He greater glory and more fame obtains, 

Who lofes Delia, than who Phyllis gains. 

Eut, to prevent all fears lliat may arife, . 

(Tliough fears ne’er mo^’e the daring and tlic wife) 

In the dark volumes of eternal doom, 

W'hero ail things pail, and prefent, and to come. 

Are writ, I thefc words It 4 s decreed. 

That Strephor/s love to Delia fiiall fuccecd.” 

Wliat w'oiild you more ? While youth and ugoitr lad* 
i/O'.'C, and be Lai py ; tlicy decline too fath 

C 4 In 
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In youth 'alone you 're capable to prove 
The mighty tranfports of a generous love : 

For dull dd-agc, with fumbling labour, cloys 
Before the blifs, or gives but wither^ joys. 
Youth the bcft time for action mortals h:n'e ; 
That paft, they touch the confines of the grave* 
Now, if you hope to lie in Delia's arms. 

To die in raptures, or diflblve in charms. 

Quick to the blifsful, happy manfion ily. 

Where all is one continu*d exta fy. 

Delia impatiently expe^b you there ; 

And fure you will not difappoint the fair. 

None but the impotent or old would ilay. 

When Love invites, and Beauty calls away. 

Oh 1 you convey, faid I, dear charming boy. 
Into my foul a flrange diforder’d jo}’, 

1 would, but dare not, your advice purfue i 
1 've promis'd Reafon, and I muU be true, 
Reafon 's the rightful emprefs of the foul ; 

Does all exorbitant defires control; 

Checks every wild excurfion of the mind,, 

By her wife diftates happily confin'd ; 

And he that will not her commands obey,. 
Leaves a fafe convoy in a dangerous fea. 

True, I love Delia to a vaft excefs. 

But I miift try to- make my paffion lefs 
Try if I can,^ if polhble, I will, 

For I have vow’d, and muft that vow fiilfiL, 

Ch I had I net, with what a vigorous flight 
Could I pnifue the quarries of delight ! 


ilow 
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How could I prefb fair Delia in thefe arms> 

Till I dilTolv'd m love, and fhe m charms 1 
Eut now* no more mull I her beauties view ; 

Yet tremble at her thoughts to le^^e her too. 

What w^ould I give, I might my Hame allow ! 

But 'tis forbid by Reafon, and a vow , 

Two mighty obflacles : though Love of old 
Has bioke through greater, Wronger powers contrord^ 
Should I offend, by high example taught, 
would not be an inexpiable fault. 

The crimes of malice have found grace above. 

And furc kind Heaven mil fpare the crimes of Lovco.! 
Couldhf thou, my angel, but inftru^l me how 
I might be happy, and not break my vow 
Or, by feme fubtle art, diffolve the chain ; 

You ’d foon revue my dying hopes again. 

Reafon and*Lo\c, I know, could ne’er agrees. 

Both would command', and both fuperior be.. 

Reafon % fuppoited by thehnewy force 
Of folid argument, and wife difcourfe : 

Eut Love pretends to ufe no other arms 
Than foft impiefHons, and perfualive charms^. 

One muff be difobey’d , and fhall I pro\e 

A rebel to my Reafon, or to Lovei 

But then, fuppofe I fliould my flame purfue,. 

Delia may be unkind, and faithlefs too 5 
Reject my pafhon with a proud difdain. 

And fcorn the lev e of fuch an humble fwain ; 

Then fliould I labour under mighty grief, 

Bc}ond all hopes or profped of relief*. 


So 
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So that, methinks, *t is fafer to obey 
Right Reafon, though fiie bears a fugged fway. 

Than Love’s foft rule, whofo fubjeds undergo. 

Early or late, too fad a lhare of woe, 

•Can I fo foon forget that wretched crow, 

Reafon juft now expos’d before my \'iew ? 

If Delia fhould be oruel, ’ I muft be 
A fad partaker of their mifery. 

But your encouragements fo ftrongly move, 

1 almoft tempted to purfue my love : 

For fure no treacherous deftgns Ihould dwell 
In one that argues and perfuades fo well ; 

For what could Love by my deftrudion gain ? 

Love 's an immortal god, and I a fwain ; 

And fure I may without fufpicion truft 
A god, for gods can never be unjuft. 

Right you conclude, reply’d the fmiliiig boy ; 

Love ruins none, ’tis men themfdves deftroy : 

And thofe vile wretches which j'ou lately faw, 
Traiisgrefb’d his rules, as well as Reafoa’s law. 

They ’re not Love’s fubjeds, but the flavcs of Luft; 
Kor is their punilhment fo great as juft. 

For Love and Luft efientially divide. 

Like day and night. Humility and Pride ; 

One darknefs hides, t’ other docs always Ihine 5 
This of infernal make, and that divine, 

Reafon no generous pallion does oppofc ; 

’Tis Luft (not Love) and Reafon that are foes. 

She bids you fcorn a bafe inglorious flame. 

Black as the gloomy fhade from whence it came : 

In 
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In tliis her precepts fliould obedience find ; 

But )ours is not of that ignoble kind* 

You eir in thinking flie would difapprove 
The brave purfuit of honourable love: 

And therefore judge what 's harmlefs an offence 5 
Invert her meaning, and miftake her fenfe. 

She could not fuch mfipid counfcl give. 

As not to loi'^ at all j *tis not to live ; 

But, where bright virtue and true beauty He$, 

And that in Delia, charming Delia’s eyes. 

Could you contented fee th’ angelic maid 
In old Alexis’ dull embraces laid ? 

Or rough-hewn Tityius poffefs thofe charms. 

Which aie in heaven, the heaven of Delia’s arms? 
Confider, youth, what tranfport you forego. 

The mod intiie felicity below; 

Which is by /ate alone referv’d for you : 

Monaichs have been deny’d , for monarchs fue. 

I own ’tis difficult to gam the prize; 

Or ’t would be cheap and low in noble eyes : 

But thcie IS one fofi minute, when the mind 
Is left unguarded, waiting to be kind ; 

Which the wife lover underfianding right. 

Steals in like day upon the wungs of light. 

You urge your vow, but can thofe vows prevail, 
Whofe full foundation and whofe reafon fail > 

You vow’d to leave fair Delia, but you thought 
Youi paffion was a crime, your flame a fault. 

But fince your judgment ert’d, it has no force 
To bind at all, but is diffolv’d of courfe ; 
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And therefore hefi tate no Iono;cr here. 

But banifh all the dull lei'iains of fear* 

Daie you be happy, youth ? but dare, and be ; 

I ’ll be }cjr convoy to the charming Ihie. 

What I flill irrefolutc ^ debating Ibil ? 

View hei, ana then forfale hei if }ou uilL 
I ’ll go, faid I ; once more I ’ll venture all j, 

®Tis bia\e to pcillh by a noble fall. 

Beauty ho mortal can refjfl- ; and Jove 
Laid by hiS grandeur, to indulge his lo^e,- 
Reafon, if I do err, my crime lorgive 
Angels alo le ithout oiFending h v e. 

I go aftray but as the wife have done ; 

And ad a folly which they did not fliun. 

Then we, dcfcending to a fpacious plain, 

Wcie foon faluttd by a numerous train 
Of happy lovers, who confum’d their hours. 

With conHant jollity, in lhady bo\vcrs. 

1 here I beheld the blcO: vaiiety 

Of joy, from all cenoding troubles fice : 

Each follow’d his owm fancy to delight , 

Though all went different ways, yet all w^enr right* 
None err’d, or mifs’d the happinefs he fought. 

Love to one ceiitie every twining brought. 

W e pafs d through numerous ph^afant fields and glades. 
By miumunng fountains, and by peaceful (hades; 

1 ill W'e approach’d the coniines of the wood. 

Where mighty Love's immortal temple Hood ; 

Round the coeleftial fane, in goodly lows. 

And beauteous order, amorous niyitle grows ; 


Beneath 
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Beneath whole fhade expeding lovers wait 
For the kind minute of indulgent fate : 

Each had his guardian Cupid, whofe chief care. 

By fecret motions, was to warm the fair; 

To kindle eager longings foi the joy ; 

To move the flow, and to incline the coy. 

The glorious fabric charm'd my wondering fight; 
Of vaft extent, and of prodigious height : 

’’ihe cafe was marble, but the polilh'd ilone 
With fuch an admirable luftre flione. 

As if fome aichitcd divine had ftrove 
T' outdo the palace of imperial Jove ; 

The ponderous gates of mafly gold were made> 

With diamonds of a mighty iize inlaid ; 

Here flood the winged guards, in order plac’d, 
Withfhining darts and golden quivers grac’d: 

As we approach’d, they clapp’d their j'oyful wungs. 
And cry’d aloud. Tune, tune your waibling firings; 
The grateful youth is* come, to faciifice 
At Delia’s altar to bright Delia's eyes : 

With harmony divine his foul inlpire. 

That he may boldly touch the facred £re ; 

And ye that wait upon the blufhing fair, 

Cmleflial incenfe and perfumes prepare ; 

While our great god her panting bofom warms. 

Refines her beauties, and improves her charms* 
Entering the fpacious dome, my ravifh’d eyes 
A wondrous feene of glory did furprke : 

The riches, fymmetry, and brightnefs, all 
Did equally for admiration call 1 
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Put the defcription is a labour £t 
For none beneath a kurcat angcFs wit, 

Amiicirc the temple was an altar made 
Of folid gold*, where adoration "s paid; 

Here I perform/d tiic ufual- rites with fear> 

Not daring boldly to approach too near ; 

1 'ill from tbe god a fmiling Cupid came, 

And bid me touch the confccrated flame : 

Which done, my guide my eager fteps convey '’d 
To the apartment of the beauteous maid. 

Before the entrance was her altar rais'd, 

On pedeftals of polifl'dd marble plac'd. 

By it her guardian Cupid always ‘Hands,. 

"Who troops of miffionary Loves command t 
To him, with foft addrefles all repair: 

Each for his captive humbly begs the fair : 

Though Hill in vain they importun'd ; for he 
Would give encouragement to none but me. 

There Hands the youth,, he cry'd, muft take a blifii, 
The lovely Delia can be none but his 
Fate has feledcd him ; and mighty Love 
Confirms below whjc that decrees above, 

I’hcn prefs no more there's not another fwain 
On earth, but Strephon,- can brigjit Delia gain,. 
Kneel, youth, and with a grateful mind renew 
Your vows; fwcar you *11 eternally be true. 

But if you dare be falfe, dare perjur'd prove. 

You '11 find, in fure revenge, aHronted Love 
Ashot, as fierce, as terrible, asJo\e. 

Hear me, ye gods, faid I, now hear me fwear. 

By ail that 's iacred, atid by all that 's fair ! 


If 
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If I prove falfe to Delia, let me fall 
The common obloquy, condemn’d by all I 
Let me the utmoft of your vengeance try ; 

Forc’d to live wretched, and unpitj-’d die! 

Then he expos’d the lo\ ely fleeping maid^ 

Upon a couch of new-blown rofes bid. 

The blufhing colour in her cheeks exprefs’d 
What tender thoughts infpir’d her heaving breaft* 
Sometimes a figh half-fmother’d Hole away 5 
Then fhe would Strephon,. charming Strephon, fay 
Sometimes flie, fmiling, cry’d. You love ’tis true;, 
Rut will you always^ and be faithful too ? 

Ten thoufand graces play’d about her face ; 

^J^en thoufand charms attending every grace i 
Each admirable feature did impart 
A fecret rapture to my throbbing heart. 

The nymph-* imprifon’d in the brazen tower,. 

When J ove defeended in a golden ihower, 

Lefs beautiful appear’d, and yet her eyes 
Brought dow n that god from the negleded iliieso. 

So moving, fo tranfporting was the light, 

So much a goddefs Delia feem’d, fo blight 5 
My lavilh’d foul, with fccret wonder fraught. 

Lay all dilTolv’d in extafy of thought. 

Long time I gaz’d . but, as I tiembiing drew 
Neaier, to make a more obliging view. 

It thunder’d loud, and the ungrateful noife 
Wak’d me, and put an end to all my joys* 

• Danais* 


THm 
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THE FORTUNATE COMPLAINT. 

A S Strephon> in a wither’d C}prers fliade. 

For anxious thought and iighmg Io\ crs iiiadc^ 
Revolving lay upon his wretched iiatCj 
And the hard ufage of too partial Fate ; 

Thus the fad youth conplain’d : Once happy fuain^ 
Kow the moft abjecl fhepherd of the plain ! 

Where 's that harmonious concert of delights, 

Thofe peaceful days, and plcafurable nights. 

That geneious mirth and noble jollity. 

Which gaily made the dancing minutes flee ? 
Difpeis’d and baniflfd from my troubled breai! ; 
Nor leave me one fliort interv al of red. 

Why do I piofecute a hopelefs flame, 

And play in torment fuch a lofmg game ?* 

Ail things confpire to malic my lum fure : 

When wounds are mortal, the} admit no cure. 

But Heaven foinetimes docs a miraculous thing, 
When our laft hope is jull upon the w ing ; 

And in a moment dri\es thofc clouds awa\ , 

Whofe fulien darknefs hid a glorious daj . 

Why was I b^»rn, or why do I fur\ive ; 

To be made wretched only, kept alnc 
Fate is too cruel in the harih decree. 

That I mufl: live, yet Ine in mifery. 

Are all its pleafmg happy moments gone ? 

Mufl: Strephon be unfortunate alone? 


On 
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On other fwains it 2a vifnly beftows ; 

On them each njmpl: negleded favour throv’s ; 
They meet compliance fliil in every face. 

And lodge their paffions in a kind embiace ; 
Obtaining from the foft incurious maid 
True love for counterfeit, and gold for lead* 
Succefs on Maevius ahvays does attend ; 
Incontant fortune is his condant friend : 

He levels blindly, yet the mark does hit ; 

And owes the viflory to chance, not wit. 

But, let him conquer ere one blow he llruck ; 

I not be Mxvius, to have lu&^s luck. 
Proud of my fate, I would not change my chains 
For all the trophies purring Masvius gains j 
But rather flill live Delia’s Have, than be 
Like Mjevius filly, and like Masvius free. 

But he is happy, loves the common road ; 

And, pack-horfe like, jogs on beneath his load. 

If Phyllis peevilh or unkind does prove. 

It ne’er difturbs his grave mechanic love. 

A little joy his languid flame contents, 

And makes him eafy under all events. 

But wdien a paflTion ’s noble and fubhme. 

And higher ftili would every moment climb; 

If ’t IS accepted with a juft return. 

The fire ’s immortal, will for ever burn ; 

And with fuch raptures fills the lover’s breaft. 

That faints in paradife areTcarce more bleft. 

But I lament my miferies in vain ; 

For Delia hears me, pitilefs, complain. 

Von. XVII. D 


Suppofe 
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Suppofes fhe pities, and believes me true. 

What fatisfadion can from thence accrue, 

Unlefs her pity makes her love me too ? 
perhaps Ihe loves {*t is but perhaps, I fear, 

JFor that ’s a bleffing can h be bought too dear} 

If fhe has fc tuples that oppofe her will, 

I muft, alas ’ be mifcrable flilL 

Though, if Ihe lo\es, thole fcruples foon wDI ily 

Before the reafoning of the Deity : 

For, \\here Love enters^ he will rule alone. 

And fuffer no co-partner in his throne ; 

And thofe falfe arguments that would repel 
His high iniunftions, teach us to rebel. 

What method can poor Strephon then propounds 
To cuie tlie bleeding of his fatal wound. 

If ihe, who guided the vexatious dart, 

Refolves to cherifh and increafe the fmart ?, 

Go, youth, from tjiefe unhappy plains remote^, 
Leave the purfuit of unfuccefsful love ; 

Go, and to foreign fwains thy griefs lelare, 

*1 ell ‘them the cruelty of frowning Fate ; 

Tell them the noble charms of Delia’s mind. 

Tell them how faiji, but tell them how unkind* 
And when few years thou hail in forrow fpent 
(For fuie they cannot be of large extent) ; 

In prayers for her thou lov’fl, refign thy breath,. 
And blefs the minute gives thee eafe and deatii. 

Here pau's’d the fw^ain^ — when Delia driving by 
Her bleating flock to fome fiefh pafturc nigh. 
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Bv Love direded, did her fleps convey 
Wheie Stiephon, wrapp'd m hlent foriow, lay. 

As foon as he pcrceiv d the beauteous maid. 

He rofe to meet her, and thus, trembling, faid : 

When humble fuppliants would the gods appeafe. 
And in feveie afflictions beg for eale,. 

With conflant importunity they fue. 

And their petitions every day renew; 

Grow ftili more earneft as they are deny'd. 

Nor one well -weigh'd expedient leave untry'd. 

Till Heaven thofe blefflngs they enjo) W before. 

Not only does return, but gives them more. 

O, do not blame me, Delia ! if I prefs 
So much, and with impatience, for rediefs. 

My ponderous griefs no eafe my foul allow 5 
For they are next t’ n mleiable now ; 

How ihall X then fupport them, when they grow 
To an excels, to a diitia<lung woe ? 

Since you he endow d v-ith a celeftial mind, 

Reiiev'e like Hcaten, and Lke the gods be land. 

Did you peiceive the toiments 1 endure. 

Winch )ou iirh caus’d, and you alone can cure. 

They would your viigin foul to pity move. 

And pity may at lifl be chang’d to love. 

Some fv.ams, I own, impofe upon the fair. 

And lead thcnrcautioas maid into a fnarej 
But let them fuifer for their perjury. 

And do not punilh otheis crimes with me. 

If there ’s fo many of our fex untrue. 

Yours fliouid more kindly ufe tlie faithful few; 

D z Though 
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1 hough innocence too oft incurs the fate 
Of guilt, and clears itfclf fometimes too Lite# 
Your nature is to tendernefs inclin’d ; 

And why to me, to me alone unkind ? 

A common la\c, by other perfons fhewn. 

Meets with a full return ; but mine has none : 
Nay, fcarcc belic\'d, though fiom deceit as lice 
As angels flames can for archangels be. 

A paffion feign'd, at no repulfe is griev'd. 

And values little if it be n't receiv'd ; 

But, Io\e iincere refents the iinallcft fcorn. 

And the unkindnefs does in fccrct inouin. 

Sometimes I plcafe myfclf, aiui tlnnk } ou arc 
Too good to make me wretched hv dcfpaii : 
That tendernefs, which in your foul is plac’d. 
Will move you to compalhon fure at laih 
But, when I come to take a fecond \iew 
Of my own merits, 1 defpond of }'ou : 

For what can Delia, beauteous Delia, fe.% 

To raifc in her the leaft cileem for me : 

I 've nought that can encourage my addn fs ; 

My fortjine 's little, and my worth is icL : 

But, if a love of the fublimeil kind 
Can make impreilion on a generous mind ; 

If all has real value that 's di\ me. 

There cannof be a nobler flame than mine. 

Perhaps you pity me ; I know you mull, 

And my affection can no more dittrufl : 

But what, alas ! will helplefs pity do ? 

You pity, but you may defpife me toou 


Still 
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Still I am wretched if no more you give. 

The ftarving orphan can’t on pity live : 

He mull receive the food for which he cries. 

Or he confumes , and, though much pity’d, dies. 

My torments Hill do with my paffion grow ; 

1 he more I love, the more I undergo* 

But fuffer me no longer to remain 
Beneath the prelTure of fo vaft a pain. 

My wound requires fome fpeedy remedy : 

Delays are fatal, when defpair is nigh. 

Much I ’ve endur’d, much more than I can tell ; 

Too much, indeed, for one that loves fo well. 

When will the end of all my forrows be ^ 

Can you not love ? I ’m fure you pity me. 

But, if I mull new miferies fuftam, 

And be condemn’d to more and llronger pain, 

I ’ll not aocufe you, fmee my fate is luch, 

1 picafe too little, and I love too much. 

Strephon, no more 5 the blulhing Delia faid, 

Excufe the condu6l of a timoious maid : 

Now 1 ’m convinc’d your love ’s fublime and true. 

Such as I always wifh’d to find in you. 

Each kind expiefiion, every tender thought, 

A mighty tranfport in my hofom wrought : 

And though in fecret I your flame approv’d, 

I figh’d, and griev’d, but dnrfi: not own I lov’d. 
Though now — O Strephon ^ be fo kind to guefs. 

What fhame will not allow me to confefs. 

The youth, encompafs’d with a joy fo bright. 

Had hardly ftrength.to bear the vaft deh^ht. 

D 3 By 
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By too fublime an extafv pofTefl, 

He trembled, gaz’d, and clafp’d her to his breafl; 
Ador’d the nymph that did his pain remote. 

Vow’d endleffa truth, and cvcriafting Io\e. 

STREPHON’S LOVE FOR DELIA JUSTIFIED, 
IN AN EPISlLr TO CELADON. 

A ll men have follies, which they blindlv trace 
Through the dark turnings of a diiliious maze. 
But happy thofe, who, by a prudent care. 

Retreat betimes fiom the fallacious fnare. 

The elded Tons of Wifdom were not free 
From the fame failure you condemn in me : 

They lov’d, and, by tliat glorious paflion led. 

Forgot what Plato and themfelvcs had faid. 

Lo\e triumph’d o’er thofe dull, pedantic uiles, 

They had colleded from the wrangling fchools. 

And made them to his noble fwa}' fiibmit, 

In fpite of all their learning, art, and \vit : 

Thfeir grave, flarch’d morals, then unufeiul prov’d; 
’Thefe dudy charaflers he foon remov’d ; 

For, when his fhining fquadions came in victv, 

Their boaded reafon murmur’d, and withdrew ; 

Unable to oppofe their mighty force 

With phlegmatic refolves, and dry difeourfe# 

If, as the wifed of the wife have err’d, 

I go adray, and am condemn’d unheard ; 

My faults you too feverely reprehend. 

More like a rigid cenfor than a fnend. 
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Love is the monarch palTion of the mind. 

Knows no fupenor, by no laws confin'd. 

But triumphs ftill, impatient of 'control, 

•O'er all the proud endowments of the foul. 

You own’d my Delia, friend, divinely fair^ 

When in the bud her native beauties were ; 

Your praife did then her early charms confefs. 

Yet you ’d perfuade me to adore her lefs. 

You but the non-age of her beauty faw, 

‘But might from thence fublime ideas draw. 

And what fhe is, by what ihe was, conclude-; 

For now fhe governs thofe fhe then fubdued. 

Her afpefl noble and mature is grown. 

And every charm in its full vigour known. 

There w^e may w^ondering view, diflindlly writer 
The lines of goodnefs, and the marks of wit : 

Each feature, emulous of pleafing moft, 

3])oes jullly fome peculiar fweetnefs boaib; 

And hei compofure ’s of fo fine a frame, 

Fnde cannot hope to mend, nor Envy blamo, 

When the immortal Beauties of the Ikies 
Contended naked for the golden prize. 

The apple had not fall’n to Venus' fhare. 

Had I been Pans, and my Delia there 9 
In whom alone we all their graces find. 

The moving gaiety of, Venus, joined 
With Juno’s afped, and Minerva's mind. 

Wiew both thofe nymphs whom other fwains adore* 
You ’ll value charming Delia fiill the more. 

D 4 Dorinda’s 
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l^orinda’s mien majeftic, but her mind 
Is to revenge and pSevifhnefs inclin'd : 

Myitilla 's fair; and yet Myrtiila 's proud : 
Chloe has wit ; but noify, vain, and loud ; 
Melania. doats upon the fillicli: things; 

And yet Melania like an angel fings. 

IJut in my Delia all endowmentf, meet. 

All that is jidl, agreeable, or fwcet ; 

All that can j'.raife and adiuiration move. 

All that th.j wifell and the bravell love. 

In all difeourfe flic 's appofitc and gay. 

And ne'er wants fomething pertinent to fay ; 

For, if the fubjed 's of a ferious kind. 

Her thoughts are manly, and her fenfe rcfmM ; 
Rut if divertive, her cxpreilion fit. 

Good language, join'd with inoffenfive wit ; 

So cautious always, that flic neVr affords ' 

An idle thought the charity of \vords. 

The vices common to her fex can find 
No room, cv'n in the fuburhs of her mind ; 
Concluding wifely fhe 's in danger fiill. 

From the mere neiglibourhood of indufirious ill* 
Therefore at didance keeps the fubtlc foe, 

.Whofe near approach would formidable grow ; 
While the unwary virgin is undone. 

And meets the mifery which fiie ought to fliun* 

' Her wit is penetrating, clear, and gay ; 

But let true judgment and right reafon fway ; 
Modeftly bold, and quick to apprehend ; 

Prompt in replies, but cautious to offend* 


Her 
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Her darts are keen^ but leveFd with fuch care^ 
They ne’er fall fhort, and feldom fly too fai ; 
Jor when Ihe rallies, ’tis with fo much art. 

We blufh with pleafure, and with rapture frnart, 
O, Celadon ! you would my flame approve. 
Bid you but hear her talk of love. 

That tender paffion to her fancy brings 
The prettied notions, and the fofteft things;. 
Which are by her fo movingly expreft. 

They fill with extafy my throbbing bread* 

’Tis then the charms of eloquence impart 
Their native glories unimprov’d by art : 

By what die fays I meafure things above. 

And guefs the language of feraphic love. 

To the cool bofom of a peaceful fhade,. 

By fome wild beech or lofty poplar made. 

When evening comes, we fecredy repair 
To breathe in private, and unbend our care : 

And while our flocks in fruitful padures feed. 
Some well-defign’d, indru^five poem read ; 

Where ufeful morals, with foft numbers join’d,. 
At once delight and cultivate the mind : 

W hich are by her to more perfeflion brought. 

By wife remarks upon the poet’s thought ; 

So well die knows the damp of eloquence. 

The empty found of words from folid fenfe. 

The florid fudian of a rhyming fpark, 

Whofe random arrow ne’er comes near the mark. 
Can’t on her judgment be impos’d, and pafs 
For ftandard gold, when ’t is but gilded brafs. 
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Oft in the walks of an adjacent grove. 

Where firft we mutually engag’d to love. 

She fmiling afk’d me. Whether I ’d prefer 
An humble cottage on the plains with her. 

Before the pompous building of the great ; 

And find content in that inferior ftate ? 

Said I, The queftion you propofe to me. 

Perhaps a matter of debate might be. 

Were the degrees of my afFcdion lefs 
Than burning martyrs to the gods expreiis. 

In you I Ve all I cm defire below. 

That earth can give me, or the gods bellow ; 

And, blell with you, I know not where to find 
A fecond choice, you take up all my mind, 

J ’d not forfake that dear, delightful plain, 

WHierc charming Delia, Love and Delia rtign 
For all the fplcndor that a court can give. 

Where gaudy fools and bufy llatefmcn live* 
Though youthful Paris, when his biuh knowE 
{Too fatally related to a throne) 

Forfook Oenone, and his rural fports. 

For dangerous greatnefs, and tumultuous courts; 
Yet Fate fhould Hill offer its po\\er in \ain ; 

Tor what is power to fuch an humble fwam ? 

I would not leave my Delia, leave my fair. 
Though half the globe fhould be affign’d my Hare® 
And would you have me, friend, reflect again. 
Become the bafeft and the worft of men ? 

O, do not urge me. Celadon ; forbear ; 

I cannot leave her, fbe too charming fair ! 


ShouM 
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'Should I your counfel in this cafe purfuc. 

You might fuijped me for a villain too : 

For fare that perjur'd wretch can never prove 
Juft to his friend, who 's faithlefs to his love* 


EPISTLE TO DELIA, 

A S thofe who hope hereafter heaven to fhare^ 
A rigofous exile here can calmly bear. 
And, with colleded fpints, undergo 
The fad variety of pain below ; 

Yet, with mtenfe reflcdions, antedate 
The mighty laptiires of a future ftate^ 

While the bright "prorped of approaching joy 
Creates a blifs no trouble can deftroy^* 

So, though i 'm tofs'd by giddy Fortune’s hand^ 
Ev’n to the confines of my native land j 
Where I oan hear the ftormy ocean roar. 

And break its waves upon the foaming fhore : 
Though from my Delia banifii'd ; all that 's dear,^ 
That ’s good, oc beautiful, or charming here ; 
Yet flattering hopes encourage me to live. 

And tell me Fate will kinder minutes give ; 

That the dark treafury of times contains 
A glorious day, will finifh all my pains : 

And, while I contemplate on joys to come. 

My griefs are filent, and my forrows dumb. 
Believe me, nymph, believe me, charming fair, 
{When truth confpicuous, we need not fwear^ 
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Oaths wjU fupprjfe a iHffidencc in you, 

That I :im falfc, my flame #l;itlcious too) 

Were I condemnM h}- Fatc^s imperial power, 
Ne’er to return to your em))racrs more, 

V d fcorn whatever the hufy world could gi\e^ 
woulil 1 h^ the worll of nnferies to live ; 

Ftir ail my wilhes and defircs purfuc. 

All I admire, or covet here, is yoiu 
Were I poftefs'd of your furpri/Jnj charms. 
And lodg’d again within my Delia’s arms ; 
Then would my joys afeend to that degree. 
Could angels envy, they would envy me. 

Oft, as I wander in a filcnt lhade. 

When bold vexations w'ould my foul invade,. 

1 banifh the rough thought, and none purfuc,. 
But what inclines my willing mind to you. 

The foft refiedions on your iacred Ic/y e, - 
Like fovereign antidotes, all cares remove ; 
Compofing every faculty to reil:. 

They leave a grateful flavour in my breaft. 
Retir’d fometimes into a lonely grove, 

I think o’er all the ftories of our love. 

What mighty pleafure have I oft pofiefs’d, 
Wlien, in a mafeuline embrace, i pred 
The lovely Delia to my heaving bread I 
Then I remember, and with vad delight. 

The kind expreflions of the parting night : 
Methought the fun too quick return’d again. 
And day feein’d ne’er impertinent till tlu;m 
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Strong and contradcd was our eager blifsj 
An age of picafure in each generous kifs : 

Years delight in moments we compriz’d $ 

And heaven itfelf was there epitomiz’d. 

But, when the glories of the eaftern light 
O’erflow’d the twinkling tapers of the nighty 
Faiewell, my Delia, O farewell! faid I, 

The utmoll period of my time is nigh : 

Too cruel Fate forbids my longer flay. 

And w<retched Strephon is compell’d away. 

But, though I muff my native plains forego, 

Forfake thefe fields, forfake my Delia too ; 

No change of foi tune fliall for ever move 
The fettled bafe of my immortal love. 

And mull my Strephon, mufl my faithful fwain» 

Be forc’d, you cry’d, to a remoter plain I 
The darling of my foul fo foon remov’d ! 

The only valu’d, and the befl belov’d 1 
''Fhough other fvvains to me therafelves addrefs’d, 
Strephon was ffill dillinguifh’d from the reft ; 

Flat and infipid all their courtfliip feem’d ; 

Little themfelves, their paffions lefs, efteera’d : 

For my averfton with their flames increas’d, . 

And none but Strephon partial Delia pleas’d. 

Though I ’m depriv’d of my kind fhepherd’s %ht» 

Joy of the day, and blefting of the nighty 
Yet will you, Strephon, will you Jove me ftill ? 

Howe\ei, flatter me and fay you will. 

For, fhould you entertain a rival love ; 

Should you unkind to me, or faithlefs prove ; 


No 
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No mortal e'er cooH half fo wretched be : 

For fore no mortal ever lov'd like me. 

Yoor beauty, nymph, find I, my faith fee it res , 
Thofc you once conquer, mull: be always yours : 

For, hearts fubdued by your vi^toriou , 

No force can florm, no llratagein furprize ; 

Nor can I of captiuty complain, 

While lovely Delia holds the glorious chain. 

The Cyprian queen, in young Adonis' arms, 

Might fear, at kail, he would defpife her charms ; 
But I can never fuch a monllcr prove. 

To flight the bleffings of my Delia's love. 

Would thofc who at celcftial tables flt, 

Bleft with immortal wine, immortal wit ; 

Choofe to defeend to fome inferior board, 

Which nought but feum and nonfenfe can afford t* 
Nor can I e'er to thofe gay nymphs addrefs, 

Whofe pride is greater, and whofe charms are kfs : 
Their tinfel beauty may, perhaps, fubdue 
A gaudy coxcomb, or a fulfomc beau ; 

But feem at beft indifferent to me. 

Who none but you with admiration fee. 

Now, would the rolling orbs obey my w ill, 

1 'd make the fun a fccond time Hand ftili. 

And to the lower world their light repay, 

When conquering Jolhua robb'd them of a day : 
I'hough our two fouls would different pafiions pro'i c ; 
His was a thirft of glory, mine of love. 

It will not be , the fun makcb Lalle to rife. 

And take poflcifion of tlic eailcni ikies i 


Yet 
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Yet^one more kifs, tliough millions are too few j 
And> Delia, fince we mufl:, mufl: part, adieu* 
As Adam,, by an injur’d Maker driven 
Trom Eden^s groves, the vicinage of Heaven ; 
Compeird to wander, and oblig’d to bear 
JThe Iiarlb impreffions of a ruder air , 

With mighty forrow,. and with weeping eyes,. 
Look’d back^, and mourn’d the lofs of paradife r 
Whh a concern like his did I review 
My native pSains,. my charming Delia too ; 

For I left paradife in leaving you* 

If, as I walk, a pleafant fhade I find,. 

It brings your fair idea to my mind t 
Such was the happy place, I, fighing, iay,r 
Where I and Delia, lovely Delia, lay ; 

When firft I did my tender, thoughts impart*. 

.And made a grateful prefent of my heart. 

Or, ;if my friend, in his apartment, fhews 
Some piece of Van Dyck’s, or of Angelo’s, 

In which the artift has,, with wondrous care, 
Defcnb’d the face of one exceeding fair ; 
Though, at firft fight, it may my paflion raife^. 
And every feature I admire and praife ; 

Yet fiill, methinks, upon a fecond view, 

’Tis not fo beautiful, fo fair as you* 

If I converfe with thofe whom moft admit 
To have a ready, gay, vivacious, wit ; 

They want fonie amiable, moving grace*. 

Some turn of fancy that my Delia has.: 


Fo^ 
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F or ten good thoughts amongfl: the crowd they vent^ 
Methinks ten thoufand are impertinent. 

Let other Ihepherds, that aie prone to range. 

With each caprice, their giddy humours change ; 
They from variety lefs joys receive. 

Than you alone are capable to give. 

Nor will I envy thofe xll-judging fwains 
(What they enjoy 's the rcfufe of the plains) 

If, for my {hare of happinefs below, 

ILind Heaven upon me Delia would bcftow ; 

Whatever bleffings it can gi\ c bcfide. 

Let all mankind among themfelvcs divide. 

A PASTORAL ESSAY ON THE OEATH OF (yJEEN 
MARY, ANNO 1694. 

A S gentle Strephon to his fold convey’d, 

A wandering lamb, which from the Eocks had 
Beneath a mournful cyprefs Eiade he found [ftiay^L 
Cofmelia weeping on the dewy ground. 

Amaz’d, with eager hafte he ran to know 
The fatal caufe of her intemperate woe ; 

And, clafping her to his impatient breaE, 

In thefe foft words his tender care exprelL 

STREPHON. 

Why mourns my dear Cofmelia ? Why appears 
My life, my foul, difTolv’d in briny tears i 
Has fome fierce tiger thy lov’d heifer flam. 

While I was wandering on the neighbouring plain ? 

Or, has fome greedy wolf devour’d thy fheep i 
What fad misfortune makes Cofmeha weep ? 
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Speak, that I may prevent thy griefs increafe, 
Paitake thy forrows, or reftoie thy peace, 
c os M E L I A. 

Do you not hear from far that mournful bell ! 

^Tis for 1 cannot the fad tidings tell. 

Oh, whither are ray fainting fpirits fled ; 

®Tis for Cseleftia — Strephon, Oh— -She "'s dead I 
The bnghteft nymph, the princefs of the plaws 
By an untimely dart, untimely flam I 

STREPHON. 

Dead I ’Tis impolfible I She cannot die ; 

Slie % too divine, too much a Deity : 

' n& a falfe rumour fome ill fwains have fpread^, 
Who \ufh, peihaps, the good Cseleflia dead, 

C os M E LI A. 

Ah ! No ; the tiuth in cieiy face appears; 

For eveiy face you meet ’s o’ciflow’d with tear*?. 
Trembling, and pale, I lan through ail the plain, 
From flock to flock, and afkM of every fwam^ 

But each fcarce lifting his dejedied head, 

Ciykl, Oh, Cofmclia! Ob, Cteleftia 's dead ? 

STREPHON. 

Something was meant by that ill-bioading .croak 
Of the prophetic ia\en fiom the oak. 

Which, fliait by lightning was in fhivers broke* 

But we our mifchief feel, before we fee ; 

Seu'd and o'eiwdielm'd at once with mifery^ 

COSMELI A. 

Since then we have no trophies to bellow. 

No pompous things to make a glorious fhew 
VuL, XViL ‘ B* ^ { 
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{For all t^e tribute a poor Twain can brings 
In rural numbers, is to mourn and iing) , 

Let ns, beneath the gloomy fhade, rehearfe 
Cjeleflia's facred name in no lefs facred verfc* 

5 T a r p H o N, 

Caeleftia dead 1 Then 'tis in vain to live ; 

What 's all the comfort that the plains can gi\ e ; 
Since fhe, by whofe bright influence alone 
Our flocks increas'd, and we rejoic'd, is gone ; 

Since fhe, who round fucli beams of goodnefs fpread 
As gave new life to every Twain, is dead ? 

cos M E L I A. 

In vain we wifh for the delightful fpring ; 

What joys can flowery May or April bring. 

When fhe, for whom the fpacious plains were fpread 
With early flowers and chearfui greens, is dead ? 

In vam did courtly Damon warm the eaith. 

To give to funimer fruits a winter birth ; 

In vam we autumn wait, w’bich crowns the flelds 
W^ith wealthy crops, and various plenty yields ; 
Since that fair nymph, for whom the boundlefs florc 
Of nature was preferv'd, is now no more, 
STREPHON, 

Farewell for ever then to all that 's gay ; 

You w^ili forget to fmg, and I to play. 

No more with chearfui fongs, in cooling bowers. 
Shall wc confume the pleafurabie hours : 

All joys arebanifh'd, all delights are fled. 

Ne'er to kturi^, now fair C^kflia 's dead. 


COSMEtlA^ 
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If e’er I firig, they fhall be mournful lays 
Of great CjeMia’s name, Caeleftia’s praife : 

How good fhe was, how generous, how wife ! 

How beautiful her lliape, how bright lier eyes I 
How charming all ; how much Ihe was ador’d. 

Alive ; when dead, how much her lofs deplor’d ! 

A noble thtme, and able to infpire 
The humbled: Mufe with the fublimeft £re. 

And fince we do of fuch a princcfs fing. 

Let ours aicend upon a ftronger wing ; 

And, while we do the lofty numbers join. 

Her name will make the harmony divine. 

Raife then thy tuneful voice , and be the fong 
Sweet as her temper, as her virtue ftiong. 

STREPHQN. 

When her great lord to foreign wars was gonCj, 

And left Cseleilia here to rule alone ; 

With how ferene a brow, how void of fear. 

When ftorms arofe, did ihe the vefiel deer 1 
And when the raging of the waves did ceafc. 

How gentle was her fway in times of peace! 

J udice and mercy did their beams unite. 

And round her temples fpread a glorioas light ; 

So quick file eas’d the wiongs of eveiy fwani^ 

She hardly gave them leifure to complain ; 

Impatient to reward, but fiow” to draw 
Th’ avenging fword of ncccfiary Uw ; 

Like Hea\»en, file took no pleafuie to defiroy. 

With grief Ihc pumfif d, and file fav’d with joy« 

E z cosyitLih^ 
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c o S M E L I A. 

When godlike Belhger, from war's alarms, 
Return'd in triumph to Cxieftia's arms. 

She met her hero with a full defire ; 

But chaftc as light, and vigorous as fire t 
Such mutual flames, fo equally divine. 

Did in each bread with fuch a ludre Ihine, 

His could not feem tlie greater, her's the Icfs ; 

Both were immenfe, for both were in excefs. 

s T R E P H o N. 

Oh, godlike pnneefs 1 Oh, thrice happy fwains I 
Whiid fhe prefided o'er the fruitful plains ^ 

Whild fhe, forever ravifh’d from oui e}Cs, 

To mingle with the kindred of the ikies. 

Did for your peace her conftant thoughts employ ; 
The nymph's good angel, and the fliephcrd's joy ! 
c os M L L I A. 

All that was noble beautify'd her mind ; 

There wifdom fat, with folid reafon join'd: 

There too did piety and greatnefs wait ; 

Meeknefs on grandeur, modedy on date : 

Humble amxdd the fplendors of a throne ; 

Plac'd above all, and yet defpidng none. 

And w'hen a crown was forc'd on her by fate, 

•She with fome pains fubraitted to be great. 

STREPHON. 

Her pious foul with emulation drove 
To gain the mighty Fan's important love : 

To whofe myderious rites fhe alw^ays came, 

With fuch an adive, fo intenfe a flame ; 


The 
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The duties of religion feem'd to be 
No more her care than her felicity, 

COSMELT A, 

Virtue unmix’d, without the leaR allay. 

Pure as the light of a ccleftial raj. 

Commanded all the motions of the foul 
With fuch a foft, but abfolute control. 

That, as Ihe knew what belt great Pan would pleafe. 
She Ihll perform’d it with the greatell eafe. 

Him foi Her high exemplar fhe defign’d. 

Like him, benevolent to all mankind. 

Her foes Ihe pity'd, not deiir’d their blood ,• 

And, to revenge theii crimes, fhe did them good : 
Nay, all affronts fo unconcern’d fhe bore, 

(Maugre that violent temptation. Power) 

As if fne thought it vulgar to refent. 

Or wifh’d foigivenefs their word punifhraent, 

STREPHON. 

Next mighty Pan, was her illudrious lord. 

His high vicegerent, facredly ador’d : 

Him with fuch piety and zeal fhe lov’d. 

The noble paffion e\ery hour improv’d ; 

Till It afeended to that glorious height, 

’Twas next {if only next) to infinite. 

This made her fo entire a duty pay. 

She grew at lad impatient to obey ; 

And met his wiflies with as prompt a zeal 
As an archangel his Creator’s wyU 

E3 
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Mature for Heaven, the fatal mandate came. 

With it a chariot of ethereal Hame ; 

In which, Elijah like, fhe pafs'd the fpheres ; 

Brought joy to Heaven, but left the woild in tears, 

S'! REPHON* 

Methinks I fee her on the plains of light. 

All glorious, all incomparably blight! 

W^hile the immortal minds around her gaze 
On the excelfive fplendor of her rays ; 

And fcarce believe a human foul could be 
Endow'd with fuch ftupendous majcfty. 

COSM ELIA. 

Who can lament too much ! O, who can mourn 
Enough o'er beautiful Caileftia's urn I 
So great a lofs as this deferves excefs 
Of forrows ; all 's too little that is lefs. 

But, to fupply the univerfal w'oe. 

Tears from all eyes, without cellation, flow ; 

All that have power to w^eep, or voice to groan. 

With throbbing breads, Cseleflia's fate bemoan ; 

While marble rocks the common griefs partake. 

And echo' back thofe cries they cannot make. 

5TREPHON. 

Weep then {once fruitful vales} and fpring with yew ! 
Ye thirfty, barren mountains, weep with dew 1 
Let every flower on this extended plain 
Not droop, but fhrink into its womb ag^in,, 

Ne'er to receive anew its yearly birth 1 
Let every thing that grateful leave the earth ! 


Let 
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Let mournful cyprefs, with each noxious weed. 

And baneful venoms, in their place /ucceed ! 

Ye purling, querulous brooU, o^'ercharg^d with grief,, 
Hade fwiftly to the fea for more relief ; 

Then tiding back, each to his facred head. 

Tell your adonilh'd Iprings, Casledia *s dead ! 

COSM EL I A, 

Well have you fung, in an exalted ftrain. 

The faireft nymph e'er grac'd the Britilh plain® 

Who knows but fome ofHcious angel may 
Your grateful numbers to her ears convey I 
That flic may fmile upon us fiom above, 

And bkfs our mournful pains with peace and love ! 

S TR EP H ON® 

But fee, our flocks do to their folds repair s 
For night with fable clouds obfeures the air : 

Cold damps defeend from the unwholfome fky. 

And fdfety bids us to our Cottage fly* 

Though with each morn our forrows will return ; 

Each ev'n, like nightingales, we 'll iing and mourn, > 
Till death conveys us to the peaceful urm J 


TO HIS FRIEND UNDER AFFLICTION. 

N one lives in this tumultuous date of things. 
Where every morning foon new troubles brings> 
But bold inquietudes will break his refl:>*. 

And gloomy thoughts diflurb his anxious breaft* 

E 4 Angelic 
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Aiag^^lic forms, and happy fpirits, are 
Above the malice of perplexing care : 

But that *s a bleifing too fublime, too high^ 

For thofe who bend beneath mortality* 

If in the body there was bat one part 
Subjcd to pain,- and fenhble of fmart. 

And but one pafTion could torment the mind ; 

That pait, that priflion, bufy fate would find ; 

But, fince infirmities in both abound. 

Since foirow both fo many ways can wound : 

not fo great a wonder that we grieve 
S )me times, as "tis a miracle we live. 

The liappicfi: man that ever breath'd on earthy, 
With all the glories of efiate and birth. 

Had yet fome anxious care, to ma?-ce him Lnow^ 

No grandeur was above the reach of woe. 

To be from all things that difquiet, free. 

Is net confident with humanity. 

Youth, wit, and beauty, ar,e fach charming things. 
O'er which, if afiluence fpreads her gaudy v ings. 
We think the perfon who enjoys fo much. 

No care can move, and no afilzflion touch ; 

Yet could we but fome fecret method find 
To view the dark receffes of the mmd, 
there might fee tii-e hidden feed of drife. 

And woes in embryo ripening into life : 

How fome fierce lufi, or bcnfierous pafiion, fills' 
Th^ labounng fpint with prolific ills ; 

Pride, envy, or revenge, di^firadt the foul. 

And all right xeafon's godlike powers control 5 
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But if Bie muft not be allow’d to fvvaj 
Though ail without appears ferene and gay^ 

A cankerous venom on the vitals preys> 

And poifons all the comforts of his days* 

External pomp and vifible fuccefs 
Sometimes contribute to our happmefs ; 

But that which makes it genuine^ refin’d^ 

Is a good confcience and a foul refign’d. 

Then^ to whatever end afflidion ’s fent. 

To try our virtues, or for pumfhment. 

We bear it calmly, though a ponderous woe,. 

And Bill adore the hand that gives the blow ? 

For, in misfortunes this advantage lies ,* 

They make us humble, and they make us wife ^ 

And he that can acquiie fuch virtues, gains 
An ample recompence for all his pains. 

Too foft carefTes of a profperous fate 
The pious fervours of the foul abate; 

Tempt to luxurious eafe our carelefs da}s,. 

And gloomy vapour lound the fpirits raife* 

Thus lull’d into a lleep, we dozing lie. 

And find our- ruin in fecurity; 

Unlefs fome foriow comes to our relief. 

And breaks th’ inchantment by a timely grie£ 

But as we are allow’d, to chear our fight, 
ill blackefl days, l>me glimmerings of light ; 

So, m the mofl deje^ed bourns we may 
The fecret pleafure hai e to weep and pray : 

And thofe requcBs the fpeediefl paflage £nd 
To Heaven,, which Bow from an aflided mind 

Aiul 
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And while .to him we open our diftrefs. 

Our pains grow lighter, and our farrows left. 

The fineft mulic of the grove we owe 
To mourning Philoraers harmonious woe ; 

And while her grief in charming notes exprefaM, 
A thorny bramble pricks her tender breail ; 

In warbling melody flie fpends the night. 

And moves at once compaffion and delight. 

No choice had e'er fo happy an event. 

But he that made it did that choice repent. 

So weak 's our judgment, and fo ihort 's our fight. 
We cannot level our own willies right : 

And if fometimes we make a wife advance, 

T' ourfelves we little owe, but much to chance. 

So that when Providence, for fecret ends. 
Corroding cares, or fhaip alHiflion, fends; 

We mull conclude it beft it fhould be fo* , 

And not defponding or imptient grow. 

For he that will his confidence remove 
From boundleis wifdom and eternal love. 

To place it on himfelf, or human aid. 

Will meet thofe woes he labours to evade. 

^But* in the keeneft agonies of grief. 

Content % a cordial that ftill gives relief : 

Heaven is not always angry when he firikes, 

But mofl chaftifea thofe whom mofi: he likes j 
And, if with humble fpirits they complain. 

Relieves the anguifh, or rewards the pam. 


TO 
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TO ANOTHER FRIEND 

under affliction. 

S INCE tlie firfl man by difobedicnce fell 
An eafy conquefl to the powers of hell. 

There 's none in every Rage of life can be 
From the infults of bold aiHiflion free. 

If a Ihort refpite gives us fome relief. 

And interrupts the feries of our grief. 

So quick the pangs of mifery return. 

We joy by minutes, but by years we mourn. 

Reafon refin'd, and to perfection brought. 

By wife philofophy, and ferious thought. 

Support the/oul beneath the ponderous weight 
Of angiy Rars, and unpropitious fate ; 

Then is the time fhe Riould exert her power. 

And make us pradice what Ihe taught before. 

For why are fuch voluminous authors read, 

The learned labours of the famous dead. 

But to prepare the mind for its defence. 

By fage refults, and well-digeRed fenfe ; 

That, when the Rorm of miieiy appears. 

With all Its real or RmtaRic fears. 

We either may the rolling danger fly. 

Or Rem the tide before it fwells too high. 

But iiiough the theory of wifdom 's known 
With cafe whatihould, and what RiouId not be done'; 

Yet 
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Yet all rlic labour in the prafHce lies, 

I"© be, in more than words and notion, wife j 
The facred truth of found philofof^y 
We fludy early, but we late appljv 
When flubhorn anguilli feizes on the foul, 

Right rcafon would its haughty rage control; 

Bur, if iemay rft be folfcr’d to endure, 

Ihe pain kj ull, when we rejed: the cure. 

Foi many men, clofe obfervation finds. 

Of copious learning, and exalted minds, 

W'ho ticmble at the fight of daring woes, 

And Roop ignobly to the vileft foes ; 

As if they underRood not how to be 
Or wife, or brave, but in felicity r 
And by fome aftion, fervile or unjuR, 
l.ay all their former glories in theduR. 

For wifdom firft the wretched mortal flies. 

And leaves him naked to his enemies : 

So that, when mofl his prudence ftiould be fhewn^ 
I'he moR imprudent, giddy things are done.' 

For when the mind *s furrounded with diftrefs. 

Fear or inconftancy the judgment prefs. 

And render it ‘incapable to make 
Wife rcfolutions, or good counfels take. 

Yet there *s a ffeadmefs of foul and thought. 

By reafon bred, and^by religion taught. 

Which, like a rock amidfl: the fbormy waves, 

Unmc'v'd remains, and all afflidion braves. 

In fharp misfortunes, fome will fearch too deep. 
-What Heaven prohibits, and would fecret keep : 

Bui 
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f5ut t}K>fe events Yis better not to know. 

Which known, ferve only to increafe our woe* 
Knowiedge forbid (’tis dangerous to purfue) 

With guilt begins, and ends with ruin too^ 

For, had our earlieft patents been content 
Not to Icnow more than to be innocent. 

Their ignorance of evil had preferv’d 

Their joys entire , for then they had not fwerv^d. 

But they imagin'd (their defircs were fuch) 

They knew too little, till they knew too much* 
E'er lince my folly moil to wifdom rife ; 

And few are, but by fad CAperience, wife* 

Confider, Friend I who all your bleflings gave. 
What are recall'd again, and what you have , 

And do not murmur when you are beieft 
Of little, if you have abundance left : 

Confider tog, how many thoufands are 
Under the worft of mifenes, defpair; 

And do n't repine at what you now endure ; 

Cuftom will give you eafe, or time will cure: 

Once more confider, that the prefent ill. 

Though It be great, may yet be greater fiill ^ 

And be not anxious ; for, to undergo 
One grief, is nothing to a numerous woe. 

But fince it is impoffible to be 
Human, and not expos'd to mifery. 

Bear it, my friend, as bravely as you can : 

You are not more, and be not lefs than roan f 
Afflidlions pafi: can no exifience find, 

But in the wild Heas of the mind : 


And 
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And why fhould we for tliofe misfortunes mourns 
Which have been fuffer'd, and can ne'er retain ? 
Thofe that have weather'd a tempefloous night. 
And find a calm approaching with the light. 

Will not, unlofto their reafon they difown. 

Still make thofe dangers prefent that are gone* 
What is behind the curtain none can fee ; 

It may be joy : fuppofe it mifery ; 

'Tis future ftill ; and that which is not here. 

May never come, or we may never bear* 
Therefore the prefent ill alone we ought 
To view, in reafon, with a troubled thought : 
But, if we may the facred pages truft. 

He 's' always happy, that is always jull. 

TO HIS FRIEND 
INCLINED TO MARRY. 

I Would not have you, Strephon, choofe a mate. 
From too exalted, or too mean a flate ; 

For in both thefe w e may exped to find 
A creeping fpirit, or a haughty mind. 

Who moves within the middle region, fhares 
The leaft difquiets, and the fmalleft cares. 

Let her extradion with true luftre fhine , 

If fomething brighter, not too bright for thine i 
Her education liberal, not great ; 

Neither inferior, nor aboi'-e her ftate* 

Let her have wit ; but let that wit be fee 
From aSedation, pride, and pedantry ; 


For 
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1» or the effe6I of woman's wit is fuch. 

Too little is as dangerous as too much- 
But chiefly let her humour clofe with thine p 
Unlefs where yours does to a fault incline ; 

The leafl: difparity in this deAroys, 

Like fulphurous blafls, the very buds of joys.. 

Her perfon amiable, ftraight and free 
From natural, or chance,, deformity. 

Let not her years exceed^ if equal thine; 

For women pafl their vigorj„ foon decline i 
Her fortune competent ; and, if thy fight 
Can reach fo far, take care *tis gather'd rights 
If thine 's enough, then hers may be the lefs : 

Do not afpire to riches in excefs. 

For that which makes our lives delightful prove,, 

Ib a genteel fulHcicncy and love. 

TO A PAINTER DRAWING 
D 0 R I N D A’S PICTURE, 

TJ A I N TE R, the utmofl of thy judgment Jhew ; 

Exceed ev'n Titian, and great Angelo : 

With all the Iivehnefs of thought exprefs 
The moving features of Dorinda^s face. 

Thou canft not flatter, where fiich beauty dwells ; 

Her charms thy colours, and thy art, excells. 

Others fefs fair, may from thy pencil have 
Graces, which fparing Nature never gave : 

But in Donnda's afped thou wilt fee 
Such as will pofe thy famous art, and thee ; 


So 
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So great, fo many in her face unite, 

So well proportion^, and fo ^^ondrous brighta, 
No human Ikill can e’er exprefs them all. 

But mull do wrong to th" lair originaL 
An angePs hand alone the pencil iits. 

To mix the colouis when an angel iits. 

Thy pidlure may as like Dorinda be 
As art of man can paint a deity; 

And juftly may perhaps, when flie withdraws, 
Excite our wonder, and deferve applaufe ; 

But when compar'd, you '11 be oblig'd to own. 
No art can equal what 's by Nature done. 
•Great Lily's noble hand, excell'd by few, 
T'he pidure fairer than the perfon drew ; 

He took the beft that Nature could impart. 

And made it better by his powerful art. 

But had he fecn that bright, furpnzmg griice. 
Which fpieads itfclf o'er all Doxinda's face, 

V am had been all the effays of his Ikill ; 

She muft have been confeft the faireft flilL 
Pleaven in a landfcape may be wondrous fine. 
And look as bright as painted light can fhine ^ 
But ftill the real glories of the place 
All art, by infinite degrees, furpafs. 


TO 
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TO THE PAINTER, AFTER HE HAD FINISHED 

dorinda's picture. 

P AINTER, thou hall pOiform’d what man can do; 

On]j^ Dorinda's felf more charms can fher» , 

Bold arc thy Urokcs, and delicate each touch ; 

But Hill the beauties of her face aie fiich 
As cannot juHIy be defciih’d, though all 
Confefs is like the bright original. 

In her, and in thy pidure, we may \ iew 
The utmoH Nature, oi that Art, can do ; 

Each IS a nialler-piece, defign’d fo well, ^ 

That future times may Hrive to parallel; |> 

But neiiLci Art noi Natuie ’s able to excel. J 


CRUELTY AND LUST. 


AN PFISTOLARY ESSAY 


W HERE can the wretched *11 of all creatures fly, 
To tell the Rory of her mifery ? 

Wheie, but to faithful Cjelia, in whofe mind 
A manly bravery *s with foft pity joined. 

I fear, thefe lines will fcarce he underRood, 

Blurr'd \vith incelTant tears, and writ in blood ; 


* Tnis piece was occ'»^^'^n"^ the barbanty of Kiikc, a 
commander in the V/eC-e n RcLc .-j*’, 1685, wlio debauched a 
joung lady with a promiic to fave her hulband’s We, bnt hanged 
Jum the next mornii?g* 
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But if you can the mournful pages read, 

'I'lie fad relation Ihews you fuch a deed, 
j>\s ail the annals of th' infernal reign 
Miall lirivc to equal, or exceed in vain. 

Ncronior*s fame, no doubt, has reach'd your ears,, 
Whofe cruelty has caus’d a fea of tears ; 

Fill’d each lamenting town with funeral %hs, 
f)eplor5ng widows Ihrieks,' and orphans cries. 

At every health the horrid moilfter quaff'd,, 

Ten wretches dy'd, and as they dy 'd he laugh'd : 
Till, tir’d with acting devil, he was led. 

Drunk with excefs of blood and wine, to bed. 

Oh, curfed place !•— — can no more command 
My pen i fhame and confufion lhake my hand : 

But 1 rnuft on, and let my Caelia know 

How barbarous are my wrongs, how vaft my woe. 

Among the crowds of Weltern, youths yvho ran. 

To meet the brave, betray’d unhappy man 
Myhnfband, fatalfy uniting, went; 

Unus’d to arms, and thougbtlefs of th' event. 

But when the battle was by treachery won. 

The chief* and dll but his falfc friend, undone ; 
'rhough, in the tumult of that defperate night. 

He Tcap’d the dreadful daughter of the fight ; 

Yet the fagacious bloodhounds, Ikilpd tpo well 
In all the murdering qualities of hell, 

^ach fecret place fo regularly beat. 

They foon difeover’d his unfafe retreat. 

* The Duke of Moumoutb. 


As 
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As hungiy wolves triumphing o'er their prey. 

To fure deftrudion hurry them auay; 

So the pur\ eyors of fierce Moloc's fon 
With Charion to the common butchery run ; 

WTere proud Neronior by his gibbet flood, 

"Jo glut himfelf with frefh fupplies of blood. 

Our friends, by powerful intercefiion, gam'd 
A fhort reprieve, but for three days obtain'd, 

To try all ways might to compafiTion move 
"i’he favage general, but m vam they flro^e. 

When I peiceiv'd that all addrefies fail'd. 

And nothing o'er his fiubbom foul pre\ ail'd 3 
Difiraded almofi, to his tent X flew. 

To make the laft elfort, what tears could do. 

Low- on my knees I feH ; then thus began : 

Great genius of fuccefs, thou more than man ! 

Whofe arms to every clime have terror hurl'd, 

And cany'd conquefl round the trembling wmrld I 
Still may the brightefi: glories Fame can lend. 

Your fwmid„ youi condu6:, and your caufe, attends 
Heie now the arbiter of fate you fit. 

While fuppllant flaves their rebel heads fiibmir. 

Oh, pity the unfortunate I and give 

But this one thing : Oh, let but Charion live ! 

And take the little all that we pofifefs. 

I 'll bear the meagre anguilh of difirefs 
Content, nay, pleas’d, to beg or earn niy bread l 
Let Charton live, no matter how I 'm ffd» 

F z The 
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The fall of fnch a youth no luilre bungs 

To him whofe fword perforins fuch wondrous things 

As faving kingdoms, and fupporting kings. 

That tuumph only with true grandeur fhmes. 

Where godlike courage, godlike pity joins. 

Csefar, the eldeft favourite of war. 

Took not more pleafure to fubmit, than fpare : 

And fince in battle j-ou can greater be. 

That over, be n't iefs mercilul than he. 

Ignoble fpirits by revenge aie known. 

And cruel adhons fpoil the conqueror’s crown ; 

In future hidones fill each mournful page 
With tales of blood, and monuments of rage : 

And, while his annals aie with horror lead. 

Men curfe him living, and detefl: him dead. 

Oh 1 do not fully with a fanguine dye 
(The fouled flam) fo fair a memoiy I 
Then, as you ’ll live the glory of our ific. 

And Fate on all your expeditions fmiic : 

So when a noble courfc you ’ve bravely ran. 

Die the bed foldier, and the happied man. 

None can the turns of Providence forefee. 

Or what their own catallrophe may be ; 

Therefore, to perfons labouring under w’^oe. 

That mercy they may want, fliould always fneu : 
For in the chance of war the flighted thing 
May lofe the battle, or the vidory bring. 

And how ivould you that general’s honour prize. 
Should in cool blood his captive faciifice ? 


He 
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He that with rebel arms to fight Is led. 

To jufiice foifeits Lis opprobrious head : 

But ’t IS unhappy Chanon's firil offence. 

Seduc'd by feme too pdaiifibic pretence, 

To ta!:c the injuring fide by eiror bi ought ; 

He had no malice, though he has the fault* 

Let the old tempters find a fhameful grave. 

But, the half-iiinocent, the tempted, fave; 

Vengeance divine, though for the greatefc crime. 

But rarely firdics the fill or fecond time : 

And he bell follow^s tlf Almighty’s Vvill, 

Who fpares the guilt) he has power to kill. 

When proud lebelhons would unhinge a ihate. 

And wild diforcters m a bnd create,. 

IS requiiite the fiid promoters fhould 
Put out the fiamics they kindled w^ith their blood : 

But fure ’t ib-^a aegiee of muider all 

That draw their fwords fliould undiftinguiiVd fall* 

And fmee a mercy mufl: to forne be fhewn, 

Let Charion 'mongfl the happy few^ be one ; 

Foi as none guilty has lefs guilt than he. 

So none for paidon has a fairer plea* 

When David’s geneiai had w^oii the field, 

And Abfaiora, the Icv^’d ungrateful, kdi’d. 

The trumpets founding made all daughter ceafe, 

And iBifled Ifraelitcs leturn’d m peace. 

I'he atlion paR, where fo much blood was fpilt. 

We hear of none arraign’d foi that day’s giult ; 

But all concludes with the d^fir’d c\cnt. 

The mona^-ch pardons, and th6 Jews icpent* 

F j Aa 
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As great example your great courage warms. 

And to illuflrious deeds excites your arms ; 

So when you mftances of mercy view. 

They fhould infpire you with compaifion too “ 

For he that emulates the truly brave. 

Would always conquei, and Ihould always fave. 

Here, interrupting, flern Neronior cry'd, 

(Sweird with fuccefs, and blubbei'd up with pride) 
Madam, his life depends upon my will. 

For eveiy lebel I can fpaze or kill. 

1 ’ll think of v\hat you ’ve faid . this night return 
At ten, perhaps you ’ll have no caufe to mourn. 

Go, fee youi hufband, bid him not defpair ; 

His crime is great, but you are wondrous fair. 

When anxious mifcries the foul amaze. 

And dire confufion in the fpints raife. 

Upon the leaft appearance of relief. 

Our hopes revive, and mitigate our grief : 

Impatience makes our wilhes carneft giow. 

Which thiough falfe optics our deliverance Ihew, 

For while we fancy danger does appear 
Moll at a diftance, it is oft too near. 

And many .times, fecure from obvuous foes, 

We fall into an ambufc ade of woes. 

Pleas’d with the falfe Neionior’s dark reply, 

I thought the end of all my forrows nigh. 

And to the main-guard halien’d, where the prey. 

Of this blood-thirfty fiend, in durance lay. 

When Charion faw me, from his turfy bed 
With eagernefs,la-e rais’d his drooping head : 

Ch 
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Oil ^ my dear^ this gailty place, he cry'd. 
And in fome diftant clime thy virtue hide 1 
Here nothing but the fouleft daemons dwell. 

The refuge of the damnM, and mob of hell. 

The air they breathe is every atom curll : 

There 's no degiee of ills, for all are woril. 

In rapes and murders they alone delight. 

And 1 illanies of lefs importance flight : 

A<fl them indeed, but fcorn they fhould be nam’d. 
For all their glory ’s to be more than damn’d* 
Neronior ’s chief of this infernal crew. 

And feems to merit that high ftation too : 

Nothing but rage and lull infpire his breafl:. 

By Afmodai and Moloe both pofTeih 
When told you went to inteicede for me. 

It threw my foul into an agony ; 

Not that I would not for my freedom gi\ e 
What ’s requifite, or do not wiih to live ; 

But for my fafety I can ne’er be bafe. 

Or buy a few Ihort years with long difgiace ; 

Nor xvould I have your yet unfpotted fame 
For me expos’d to an eternal fhame. 

With ignominy to preferve my breath. 

Is worfe, by infinite degrees, than death. 

But if I can 't ray life with honour fave. 

With honour I ’ll defeend into the grave. 

For though revenge and malice both^comHne 
{As both to fix my ruin feem to join) 

Yet, maugre all their violence and fkill, 

I can die jufi, and I ’m refolv’d I will. 

F 4 
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But what is death we fo unwifely fear ? 

An end of all our bufy tumults here : 

The equal lot of poverty and Rate, 

Which all partake of by a certain fate* 

Whoe’er the piofped of mankind fuiveys. 

At divers ages, and by di\ers ways, 

Will find them fiom this noify fcene retire ; 

Some the iirft minute that they breathe, expiic : 
Others, perhaps, furvivc to talk, and go , 

Put die, before they good or evil know. 

Here one to puberty arrives , and then 
Retains lamented to the dull: again : 

Another there maintains a longer llrifc 
With all the poweifal enemies of life ; 

Till, with venation tir’d, and thrcefcore years. 

He diops into the daik, and difappears, 

I young, indeed, and might exped to fee 
limes futiiie, long and late pollenty, 

’Tis \vhat with leafon I could wifn to do, 
if to be old, -werv^* to be happy too* 

But iince fubRantial gnef fo foon deRroys 
The gufi of all imaginary joys. 

Who would be too importunate to live. 

Or more for life, than it can merit, give ! 

Beyond the grave Rupendous regions Le, 

The boiindlefs realms of vaR eternity ; 

Where mfnds, remov’d from eartnly bodies, dwell ; 
But who their government or laws can tell ^ 

What 's their employment till the final doom 
And time ’s eternal period fhall come ? 


Thus 
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Thus much the facred oracles declare, 
lliat all are blefs*d or miferablc there ; 

Though, if there ’s fuch variety of fate. 

None good expire too foon, nor bad too Iate<^ 

For my own part, with relignation, flili 
J can fubmit to my Creators wull ; 

Let him recall the breath fiom him I drew. 

When he thinks fit, and when he pleafes too» 

The \vay of dying is my lead concern ; 

That will give no dilhirbance to my urn. 

If to the feats of happincfs I go, 

Thera end all poffible returns of woe : 

And when to thofc bleh manfions I auive. 

With pity I *11 behold thofe that furtive. 

Once fnorc 1 beg, you *d from thefe tents retient^ 

And leave me to my innocence and fate. 

Charion, faid I, Oh, do not urge my flight I 
1 T1 fee the event of this important night : 

Some ftringe prefages in my foul forebode. 

The woril of mifenes, or the gieatefl good. 

Few hours w ill fhew the utmofl: of my doom s 
A jo} fill fafety, or a peaceful tomb. 

If you mifearry, I *m refolvTl to try 
If gracious Heaven will fuffer me to die : 

For, when you aic to endiefs raptures gone. 

If I fuivive, *t is but to be undone. 

Who will fupport an injur’d widow’s right, 

Fiom fly injuftice, or oppreflive might ? 

Protect hci pcifon, or hci caufe defend ^ 

She rarely wants a foe, or finds a friend ; 

i %c 
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I Ve no diftiuft of Providence ; but ftili 
^Tis beft to go beyond the leach of ill : ' 

And thofe can have no reafon to repent. 

Who, though they die betimes, die innocenU 
But to a world of everlafting blifs 
Why would you go, and leave me here in this ! 
’Tis a dark paiTage ; but our foes fhall view, 

I ’ll die as calm, though not fo brave, as you : 
That my behaviour to the laft may prove 
Your courage is not greater than my love. 

The hour approach d , as to Neronior’s tent. 
With trembling , but impatient fteps, I went, 

A thoufand horrors thiong’d into my breaft. 

By lad ideas and ftrong fears polleft : 

Where’er I pafs’d, the glaring lights would fliew 
Frefh objeds of defpair, and fcenes of woe. 

Here, in a crowd of drunken foldiers, dlood 
A wretched, poor, old man, befmear’d with blood 
And at his feet, juft through the body run. 
Struggling for life, was laid his only fon ; 

By whofe hard labour he was daily fed, 

Dividing ftill, with pious care, his bread : 

And while he mourn’d, with floods of aged tears. 
The foie fupport of his decrepid years. 

The barbarous mob, whofe rage no limit knows. 
With blafphemous denflon, mock’d his woes. 

There, under a wide oak, difconfolate. 

And drown’d in tears, a mournful widow fate. 
High in the boughs the murder’d father hung ; 
Beneath, the children round the mother clung : 
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Tliey cry’d for food, but ’t was without lelicf; 

For all they had to live upon, was grief, 

A foirow fo intenfe, fuch deep defpair, 

No creature, merely human» long could bear, 

Firfl in her arms hci weeping babes fhe took. 

And, with a groan, did to her hulband look : 

Then ican’d her head on theirs, and, fighing, cry’d. 
Pity me. Saviour of the world I and dy’d. 

Fiom this fad fpedacle my eyes I turn'd, 

Wheie fons their fathers, maids their lovers, mourn'd i 
Friends for their friends, lifters for brothers, wept, 
Pnfoners of war, in chains, for llaughter kept : 

Each every hour did the black raeftage dread. 

Which fliould declare the perfon lov'd was dead. 

Then I beheld, with brutal fhouts of mirth, 

A comely youth, and of no common birth. 

To executien led , who hardly bore 
The wounds in battle he receiv'd before : 

And, as he pafs'd, I heard him bravely cry, 

I neither wilh to live, nor fear to die. 

At the curs'd tent arriv'd, without delay, 
n hey did me to the general convey ; 

Who thus began 

Madam ! by frefh intelligence, I find. 

That Chari on's treafon 's of the blackeft kind 5 
And my commiftion is exprels to Ipare 
None that fo deeply in rebellion are : 

New meafures therefore 't is vain to try ; 

No pardon can be granted ; he muft die* 

Maft, 
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Mail, or I hazard all : v* Inch } et I \i do 
1 o be oblig’d in one reqadl: by you . 

And, maugre all the dangeis I foicfcc. 

Be mine tins night, I 11 fet yam Imiband free^ 
Soldiers aie rough, and cannot hope lacccls 
By fupple flattery, and by foft addrefb ; 

The pert, gay coxcomb, by tliefe little arts. 

Gams an afeendant o’er the lies Ixaits. 

But I can no fuch vthinmg ' ods ufe : 

Confenr, be lives , he dies, if y^.u reiufe. 

Amaz’d at this demand , faid I, The brave. 

Upon ignoble terms, difdain to fave : 

They let their captives ftill v-irh honour live. 

No more lequiie, than u hat themfelves would give; 
For, generous vidors, as they fcorn to do 
Difhoneil: things, fcorn to propofe them too. 

Mercy, the brighteft viitue of the mind, • 

Should v/ith no dev lous appetite be join’d : 

For if, when exercis’d, a crime it coll, 

Th’ intrinfic luftre of the deed is loll. 

Great men their adions of a piece fhoiild have; 

Heroic all, and each intirely brave ; 

Fiom the nice rules of honour none Ihould fverve; 
Done, becaufe good, without a mean referve. 

The crimes new Chaig’d upon tlie unhappy youth. 
May have rev enge, and malice, but no truth. 

Suppofe the accafation juhly brought. 

And clearly prov’d to the minutell thought ; 

Yet mercies next to infinite abate 
OlFcnces next to infinitely great ; 

And 
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And ’t is the gloiy of a noble mind. 

In full forgivenefb not to be conHifd. 

Youi prince's frowns if you have caufe to fear. 
This ad V ill more iliuflrious appear ; 

Though his cxcufe can never be withftood. 

Who difobeys, but only to be good* 

Pcihaps the hazaid 's more than you exprefs; 

The glory ivould be, were the danger lefs* 

For he that, to his prejudice, will do 
A noble adion, and a generous too, 

Defeives to w^ear a more refplendent crown 
Than he that has a thoufand battles won. 

Do not invert divine compafiion fo. 

As to be cruel, and no mercy fhew 1 
( )f v hat renown can fuch an adion be. 

Which faves my hu {band's life, but rums me ? 
Though, ijfjyou finally refohe to ftand 
Upon fo vile, ingloiious a demand. 

He muft fubmit ; if ’t is my fate to mourn 
His death, I 'll bathe with virtuous tears his urn* 
Well, madam, haughtily, Neronior cryM, 
Yoiir courage and your iirtue fball be 
Bat to prevent all profped of a flight. 

Some of my Jambs fhall be your guard to-night : 
By them, no doubt, you 'II tenderly be us'd , 
They feldom alk a favour that 's refus'd ; 

Perhaps you 'll And them fo genteely bied. 

They 'll leave you but few virtuous tears to fhed. 


* Kirke ufed to call the moll: inhuman of hjs foldiers 
lambs* 

Surrounded 
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Sunonndcd with fo mnccent a throng. 

The Daght muft pafs delightfully ?long 
And in the morning, fince you v. dl ret guc 
What I leqiure, to let your hufoand li\c. 

You fiiall beliold him figh his latcft bitarh. 

And gently fwing into tlie aims of death. 

His fate he meiits, as to lebels due . 

And \ ours will be as much defei /’d by } ou. 

Oh Ca'lia, tMnkf fo far as thought fhew^ 
What pangs of grief, what agonies of ueo. 

At this dire refolution, feiz'd my bread * 

}3y all things fad and teriible poffdh 
In ^aln I w’-ept, and "t v\as in van I pra\’o. 

For ail my ^ lavcis weie to a tiger made : 

A tiger ’ wor.c , for, 't is beyond difpute. 

No fiend 's fo cruel as a reafoning brute. 

Encompafs'd thus, and hopelefs, of relief. 

With ail the fquadrons of defpair and grief,, 

Rum it was not poffible to fhun : 

What could I do ? Oh 1 what w^ould you have done ? 

The hours that pafs’d, till the black morn return'd. 
With tears o£ blood fhould be for ever mourn’d. 
When, to involve me with confummate grief* 

Beyond exprefTion, and above belief. 

Madam, the monfter cry’d, that you may find 
I can be grateful to the fair that 's kind ; 

Step to the door, I '11 lliew yoir fuch a fight, 

Shall overwhelm your fpirits with delight. 

Does not that wreten, who would dethrone his king. 
Become the gibbet, and adorn the firing I 


Jon 
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You need not now an injur’d hufband dread; 

Living be might, he il not upbraid you dead. 

was for your fake I feiz’d upon his life; 

He would perhaps have fcom’d fo chafte a wife. 

And> madam, you ’ll excufe the zeal I ihew. 

To keep that fecret no-ne alive Ihould know. 

Curs’d of all creatures 1 for, compar’d w ith thee^ 
The devils, faid I, are dull in cruelty. 

Oh, may that tongue eternal vipers breed. 

And waftelefs their' eternal hungei feed. 

In fires too hot for falamaiiders dwell. 

The burning earned: of a hotter hell ; 

May that vile lump of execrable luft 
Coirupt tilive, and rot into the dud! 

May’d thou, defpairing at the point of death. 

With oaths and blafphemies redgn thy breath ; 

And the wo/d torments that the damn’d diould 
In thine own perfon all united bear ! 

Oh CHia ! oh my fiiend I what age can fhew 
Sorrows like mine, fo exquifite a woe? 

Indeed it does not infinite appear, 

Eecaufe it can ’t be everlading here : 

"Bat it ’s fo vad, that it can ne’er increafe : 

And fo coufirra’d, it never can be led. 


€5 3f 
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ON THE MARRIAGE OF THE EARL OF A—— WITH 
THE COUNTESS OF S . 

T riumphant beauty never looks fo gay. 

As on the morning of a nuptial day. 

Love then within a larger circle moves. 

New graces adds, and every chaim improves : 

While Hymen does his facied rites prepare. 

The bufy nymphs attend the trembling fair ; 

Whofe \ eins are fwelFd with an unufual heat. 

And eager pulfes with flrange motions beat * 

Alternate paiTions various thoughts impart, 

And painful joys diftend hei throbbing heart : 

Her fears are great, and her defires are ibong : 

The minutes fly too fail — Hay too long : 

Now Ihe is ready — the next moment not , , 

All things are done — then fomething is forgot : 

She fears — ^yet wifhes the flrange woik were done; 
Delays — yet is impatient to be gone. 

Diforders thus from every thought arife ; 

What loves perfuades, I know not what denies. 

Achates’ choice does his Arm judgment prove. 

And fhews at once he can be wife and love ; 

Becaufe it from no fpurious paflion came. 

But was the produ(fl of a noble flame : 

Bold, without rudenefs ; without blazing, bi ight ; 

Pure as fix’d flars, and uncorrupt as light ; 

By juft degrees it to perfedion grew; 

An early npenefs, and a lafling too. 


So 
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So the bright fun afcending to his noon. 

Moves not too llowly, nor is there too foon. 

But, though Achates was unkindly driven 
From his own land, he banifh^d into heaven : 

For fure the raptmes of Cofmelia’s love. 

Are next, if only next, to thofe above. 

Thus Power Divine does with his foes engage; 
Rewards his virtues, and defeats their rage; 

For firJd it did to fan Cofmelia give 
All that a human creature could receive; 

Whatever can raife our wonder or delight, 

Tranfport the foul, or gratify the fight. 

Then in the full perfe<^ion of her chaims. 

Lodg'd the bright virgin in Achates* arms. 

What angels are, is m Cofmelia feen ; 

Their awful glories, and their godlike mien . 

For, in her, afpeft all the graces meet ; 

All that IS noble, beautiful, or fweet : 

ThciC evciy charm in lofty triumph fits,' 

Scoins poor defedt, and to no fault fubmits: 

There fymmetry, complexion, air, unite. 

Sublimely noble, and amazing bright. 

So newly finifliM by the hand Divine, 

Before her fall, did the firft w^oman fjiine. 

But Eve in one great point Ihe does excel : 

Cofmelia never err*d at all ; Ihe fell. 

From her temptation, in defpair withdrew; 

Nor more alTaults, whom it could ne'er fubdue,> 

Viitue confiim'd, and regularly brought 
To full maturity, by ferious thought^, 

Vol.XVIL G 


Her 
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Her aftions with a watchful eye farveys ; 

Each paiHon guides, and every moment fways 5 . 
Not the leafl: failure in her condud lies ; 

Sp gaily modefi:, and fo freely wife. 

Her judgment fu re, impartial, and refin’d. 
With wit, that ’s clear and penetrating, join’d. 
O’er all the efforts of her mind prefides. 

And to the nobleft end her labours guides : 

She knows the befi, and does the beft piufue. 
And treads the maze of life without a clue* 
That the weak only and the wavering lack. 
When they ’re miftaken, to conduft them back* 
She does, amidfi: ten thoufand ways, prefer 
The right, as if not capable to err. ' 

Her fancy, Ifrong, vivacious, and fublime. 
Seldom betrays her converfe to a crime ; 

And though it moves with a luxuriant heat, 
'’Tis ne’er precipitous, but always great ; 

For each exprefiion, every teeming thought. 

Is to the fcanning of her judgment brought 
Which wifely feparates the fineft gold. 

And cafts the image in a beauteous mould. 

No tnfiing words debafe her eloquence. 

But all ’s pathetic, all is fterling fenfe ; 

Refin’d from droffy chat, and idle noife. 

With which the female converfation cloys. 

So well fhe knows, what ’s underftood by few. 
To time her thoughts, and to exprefs them too ; 
That what {he fpeaks does to the foul tranfmit 
The fair idea of delightful wiu 


lllufiriou? 
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Illuftrious born, and as illuflrious bied. 

By great example to wife afiions led : 

Much to the fame her lineal heroes bore 
She owes, but to her own high genius more ; 

And, by a noble emulation mov'd, 

ExcelFd their virtues, and her own improv'd ; 
Till they arriv'd to that celeftial height. 

Scarce angels greater be, or faints fo bright. 

But, if Cofmelia could yet lovelier be. 

Of nobler birth, or more a deity, 

Achates merits her, though none but he t 
Whofe generous foul abhors a bafe difgiufe ; 
Refolv'd m adion, and in counfel wile , 

Too well conlirm'd and fortify'd within. 

For threats to foice, or flattery to win. 

Unmov ’d amidfl the hurricane he flood ; 

He dares be guiltlefs, and he will be good. 

Since the Aril pair in paradife were*’jom'd. 

Two hearts were ne'er io happily combin'd. 
Achates life to fair Cofmelia gives : 

In fair Cofmelia great Achates lives. 

Each is to other the divineft blifs , 

He is her heaven, and Ihe is more than his* 

O may the kindeft influence above 
Protect their perfons, and indulge their love! 
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AN INSCRIPTION 

FOR THE 

MONUMENT OF DIANA, COUNTESS 
OF OXFORD AND ELGIN. 

Diana, Oxonii & Elgini Comitiffa; 

llluilri orta fanguine, fanguinem liluftravit : 
Cecihorum mentis, clara, fuis clariffima ; 

Ut qvx nefciret minor efTe maximis. 

Vitarn ineuntem innocentia ; 

Procedentem ampla virtutum cohors ; 
Exeuntem mors beatillima decora v it ; 

(Volente Numine) 

Ut nufpiam decelTet aut virtus aut felicitas, 
Duobus conjunda mantis 
Utiique chanfTima : 

Primiim 

(Quern ad annum habuit) 

Impenfe dilexit . 

Secundum 

(Quern ad annos viginti quatuorj 
Tanta pietate Sc amore coluit ; 

Ut qui, vivens, 

Obfequium, tanquam patri prEcftitit ; 

Moriens, 

Patrimomumj tanquam filio, reliquit. 

Noverca 
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Noverca cum efTet, 

Mateniam pietatem facile fuperavit. 
Famulitii adeo mitem prudentemque curam geflit^ 
Ut non tarn doniina familize prseeffe, 

Quani aniraa corpori inelTe videretur* 
Denique, 

Cum pudicOj humili, forti, fan^lo animo, 
\’'irginibus, conjugibus, viduis^ omnibus, 
Exemplum confecralTet integerrimum, 

Teins anima niajoi,. ad fimiles evolavit fupcros.- 

THE FOREGOING INSCRIPTION 
ATTEMPTED IN ENGLISH* 

Diana, Coimtefs of Oxford and Elgin;. 

WHO from a race of noble horocs came. 

And added luftre to its ancient fame : 

Round her the virtues of the Cecils fhone. 

But with infeiior bnghtnefs to her own : 

Which fhe refin’d to that fublime degiee. 

The greateft mortal could not greater be. 

Each Itage of life peculiar fplendor had ; 

Her tender years with innocence were clad : 

Maturer grown, whate’er was brave and good. 

In the retinue of her virtues flood ; 

And at the final period of her breath. 

She Clown’d her life with a propitious death 
That no occafion might be wanting heie 
To make her virtues fam’d, or joys fincere^ 

Gi 
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Two noble lords her genial bed polTefi: ; 

A wife to both, the deareft and the befl. 
Oxford fubmitted in one year to fate ; 

For whom her paffion was exceeding great. 

To Elgin full fix Luftra were afiign’d ; 

And him fhe lov'd with fo intenfe a mind. 
That, li\ ing like a father, fhe obey'd j 
Dying, as to a fon, left all fbe had. 

When a ftep-mother, fhe foon foar'd above 
The common height even of maternal love. 

She did her numerous family command 
With fuch a tender care, fo wife a hand. 

She feem'd no otherwife a miflrefs there. 

Than godlike fouls in human bodies are. 

But when to all fhe had example fhew'd. 

How to be great and humble, chafte and goody, 
Her foul, for earth too excellent, too high. 
Flew to its peers, the princes of the fky. 


VP OH 
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UPON 

THE DIVINE ATTRIBUTES. 

A PINDARIC ESSAY. 


Btj gr*v ©Eoj 

"0$ e^avov T£Vy%£ xj yc&'iau [aizx^»p» SophoC* 
UNITY. ETERNITY, 


I. 

W HENCE fprang this glorious frame? or when 
began 

Things to exift ? They could not always be ; 

To what ilupendous energy 
Shall we afcribe the origin of man ? 

That Cauih, from whence all beings elfe arofe, 

Muft felf-exiftent be alone ; 

Intirely perfefl, and but one ; 

Nor equal nor fuperior knows ; 

Two in reafon, we can ne'er fuppofe. 

If that, in falfe opinion, we allow. 

That once there abfolutely nothing was. 

Then nothing could be now* 

For, by what inftrument, or how. 

Shall non-exillence to exiflence pafs ? 

Thus, fomething muft from everlafting be s 
Or matter, or a Deity. 

G 4 
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If matter only uncreate we grant. 

We lliall volition, wit, and leafon, want ; 

^n agent infinite, and a£lion free ; 

Wbeuce does volition, whence does reafon, flow ! 
Plow came wc to reflcdl, defign, and know ? 

This fiom a nobler nature fprings, 

Dtfiind in cflcnce from material things ; 

For, thoughtlefi) matter cannot thought beflow^ 

But, if w'c own a God fupreme. 

And all perfection poflible in him 5 
In him does boundlefs excellence refide. 

Power to create, and providence to guide ; 
Unmade himfelf, could no beginning have. 

But to all fubftance prime exigence gave : 

Can what he will deftroy, and what he plcafes fave, 

POWER. 

!rhe undefigning hand of giddy Chance 
Could never flli the globes of light. 

So beautiful, and fo amazing bright. 

The lofty concave of the vaft expanfe : 

Thcle could proceed from no lefb power than inAnile. 
There not one atom of this wondrous frame, 
Kor eflfence intelledual, but took 
Exiftence when the great Creator fpoke. 

And from the common womb of empty nothing cameo 
Let fubflance be, he cry’d , and ftraight arofc 
Angelic, and corporeal too , 

Ail that material nature ihew% 


And 
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And what does things invilible compofe. 

At the fame inllant fprung, and into being flew ; 
Mount to the convex of the highefl fphere> 
Which draws a mighty circle round 
Th"' inferior orbs, as their capacious bound ; 
There millions of new miracles appear : 

There dwell the eldeft fons of power iinmcnfea^ 
Who firfl: were to perfe^lion wrought 
Firfl to complete exigence brought^ 

To whom their Maker did difpenfe 
The largeft portions of created excellence^ 

Eternal now, not of necellity. 

As if they could not ceafe to be,. 

Or were fiom poflible deftiudion free; 

But on the will of God depend : 

For that which could begin, can end. 

Who, when the lower worlds were madcj^ 
Without the leafl: mifcarriage or defedl. 

By the almighty Archited, 

United adoration paid. 

And with extatic gratitude his laws obey’d^ 

Philofophy of old in vain elTay’d 

To tell us how this mighty frame- 
Into fuch beauteous order came , 

But, hy falfe icafonings, fjilfe foundations laid r 
She labour'd hard , but flill the more fhe wrought. 

The more was wildei'd in the maze of thought. 


Some** 
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Sometimes fhe fancy'd things to be 
Coeval with the Deity, 

And in the form which now they are 
From everlafting ages were* 

Sometimes the cafual event. 

Of atoms floating in a fpace immenfc. 

Void of all wifdom, rule, and fenfe ; 

But, by a lucky accident. 

Jumbled into this fcheme of wondrous excellence, 
^Twas an ellablifh’d article of old. 

Chief ,of the philofophic creed. 

And does in natural produdions hold ; 

That from mere nothing, nothing could proceed ; 
JVIaterial fubftance never could have rofe. 

If fome exiflence had not been before. 

In wifdom infinite, immenfe in power* 

Whatever is made, a maker muft fuppofe. 

As an efFe<fl a caufe that could produce it fhews. 
Nature and ait, indeed, have bounds aflign’d. 

And only forms to things, not being, give ; 

'lliat from Omnipotence they muft receive : 

But the eternal felf-exiflent mind 
Can, with a fingle Fiat, caufe to be 
All that the wondrous eye furveys. 

And all it cannot fee. 

Nature may fhape a beauteous tree. 

And art a noble palace raife. 

But mufl: not to creative power afpire ; 

But their God alone can claim. 

As pre-exiflmg fubflance doth require? 

So, v^diere they nothing find, can nothing frame* 

WISDOM* 
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WISDOM. 

Matter produc’d, had Hill a chaos been : 

For jarring elements engag’d. 

Eternal battles would have wag’d. 

And fiird with endlefs horror the tumultuous fcene 5 
If wifdom infinite, for lefs 
Could not the vaft prodigious embryo wield. 

Or ftrength complete to labouring^'Nature yield. 
Had not, with a< 5 lual addrefs. 

Compos’d the bellowing hurry, and efiablifh’d peace* 
Whate’er this vifible creation fhews 
That ’s lovely, uniform, and bright. 

That gilds the morning, 01 adorns rhe night. 

To her its eminence and beauty owes. 

By her all creatures have their ends afiign’d, 
Proportion’d to their nature, and their kind 5 
To which they Headily advance. 

Mov’d by right Reafon’s high command. 

Or guided by the fecret hand 
Of real inftind, or imaginary chance. 

Nothing but men rejeflher facred rules,; 

Who from the end of their creation fly. 

And deviate into mifery ; 

As if the liberty to aft like fools 
Were the chief caufe that Heaven made them free. 


F R 0- 
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PROVIDENCE. 

Bold is tBe wretch, and blafphemous the mars> 

Who, finite, will attempt to fcan 

The works of him that 's infinitely wife. 

And thofe he cannot comprehend, denies ; 

As if a fpace immenfe were meafurable by a fpan^ 
Thus the proud fceptic wiil not own 
That Providence the world diieds. 

Or its affairs mfpeds 
But leaves it to itfelf alone. 

How does It wnth almighty grandeur fuitj^, 

To be concerned with our impertinence j 
Or interpofe his power for the defence 
Of a poor mortal, or a fenfelefs brute ? 

Villains could never fo fuccefsful prove. 

And unmolefted in thofe pleafuies live. 

Which honour, eafe, and affluence give ; 

While fuch as Heaven adore, and virtue love,^ 

And moft the care of proiidence deferve, 

Opprefs'd with pain and ignominy fiarve* 

What reafon can the wifeft Ihew, 

Why murder does unpunifh’d go. 

If the Mod: High, that *s jufl and good. 

Intends and governs all below. 

And yet regards not the loud cues of guildefs blood ? 
But fhall we things unfearchable deny, 

Becaufe our reafon cannot tell us why 
They are allow'd, or afed by the Deity I 
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’Tis equally above the reach of thought. 

To comprehend how matter fliould be brougfit 
From nothing, as exiftent be 
From all eternity ; 

And yet that matter is, we feel and fee : 

Nor is it eafier to define. 

What ligatures the foul and body join; 

Or, how the memory does th’ irapieihon take 
Of things, and to the mind refbies them back. 
Did not th* Almighty, with immediate care, 
Dirc6: and govern this capacious all. 

How foon would things into confufion fall ! 

Earthquakes the tremblirg ground would tear, 
.And blazing comets rule the troubled air; 

Wide inundations, with reffllefs force. 

The lower provinces overflow. 

In fpite of all that human iftrength could do 
To flop the raging fea^s impetuous courJfe: 

Murder and rapine every place would fill. 

And finking virtue ftoop to profperous ill ; 
Devouring peftilence rave. 

And all that part of nature which has breath 
Deliver to the tyianny of death. 

And huriy to the dungeons of the grave, 

If watchful Providence were not concern'd to fare. 

Let the brave fpeak, who oft has been 
In dreadful fieges, and fierce battles feen. 

How he 's preferv’d, when bombs and bullets fly 
•So thick, that fcarce one inch of air is free. 

And though he does tea tlioufand fee 
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Fall at his feet, and in a moment die. 

Unhurt retieats, or gains unhurt the vidlory. 

Let the poor fhipwreck'd failor fhew. 

To what invifible protedling power 
He did his life and fafety owe. 

When the loud ftorm his well-built veffel tore. 
And a half-lhatter’d plank convey'd him to the fhore» 
Nay, let th' ungrateful fceptic tell ns how 
His tender infancy protedion found, 

And helplefs childhood was with fafety crown'd,. 
If he 11 no Providence allow , 

When he had nothing but his nurfe's arms 
To guard him from innumerable fatal harms : 

From childhood how to youth he ran 
Securely, and from thence to man ; 

Hov/, in the ftrength and vigour of his years,. 
The feeble bark of life he faves, 

Amidll the fury of tempeftuous waves. 

From all the dangers he forefees, or fears ; 

Tet every hour 'twixt Scylla and Charybdis ileers. 

If Providence, which can the feas command. 
Held not the rudder with a Heady hand. 


OMNIPRESENCE. 

VIL 

'Tis happy for the fons of men, that he. 
Who all exiHence out of nothing made. 
Supports his creatures by immediate aid : 
But then this all-mtendmg Deity 
MuH Omniprefent be 


For 
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For how fhall we by demonfoation fhew 
The Godhead is this moment here. 

If he ’s not prefent eveiy wliere^ 

And always fo ? 

What ’s not perceptible by fenfe, may be 
Ten thoufand miles remote from me,, 

Gnlefs his nature is from limitation free. 

In vain we for protedion pray ; 

For benefits receiv’d high altars raife. 

And offer up our hymns and praife 
In vain his anger dread, or laws obey* 

An abfent god from rum can defend 
No more than can an abfent friend ^ 

No more is capable to know 
How gratefully we make returns^ 

When the loud mu^c founds, or viftim buins^ 

Than a poor Indian Have of Mexico, 

If fo, ’tis equally in vain 
The profperous fings, and w^retclied mourns ^ 
He cannot hear the praife, or mitigate the pain,. 

But by what Being is confin’d 
The Godhead we adore ? 

He mufl have equal or fupenor power. 

If equal only, they each other bind. 

So neither ’s God, if we define him rights,, 

For neither ’s infinite. 

But if the other have fuperior might 
Then he, we woifhip, can’t pretend to be 
Omnipotent, and free 
From all refiraint, and fo no Deity,. 

If 
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If God is limited in fpace ; his view. 

His knowledge, power, and wifdom, is fo too : 
Unlefs we 'll own, that thefe perfedions ace 
At all times prefent every where, 

Yet he himfelf not adually there. 

Which to fuppofe, that ftrange conclufion brings, 
His effence and his attributes are diiferent things* 


immutability. 

AS the fupreme, omnifcient mind. 
Is by no boundaries confin'd ; 

So Reafon muft acknowledge him to be 
From polTible mutation free : 

For what He is, He was from all eternity. 
Change, whether the effrd of force or will, 
Muft argue imperfedion ffcilL 
But imperfedHon in a Deity, 

That 's abfoiutely perfed, cannot be : 

W^ho can compel, without his own confent, 
A God to change that is omnipotent ? 

And evety alteration without force. 

Is for the better or the worfe, > 

He that is infinitely wife. 

To alter for the worfe will never choofe. 

That a depravity of nature Ihew’s : 

And He, in whom all true peifedion lies. 
Cannot by change to greater excellencies rife. 


If 
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If God* be mutable, which way, or how. 

Shall we demonftrate, that will pleafe him now. 
Which did a thoufand years ago ? 

A|id 't is impoffibic to know. 

What He forbids, or what He will allow* 
Murder, inchantment, duft, and perjury. 

Did in the foremofi: rank of vices fland. 
Prohibited by an exprefs command ; 

But whether fuch they ftill remain to be, 

'No argument will politively prove,^ 

Without immediate notice from abpve ; 

If the Almighty Legidator can 

Be diangM, like his inconflant fubje^, man. 

Uncertain thus what to perfoim or Ihun, 

We all intolerable hazards run, 

‘ Vlien an eternal ftake is to be loil: or won* 


JUSTICE. 

'Rejoice, ye fons of piety, and ling 
Lou£ Hallelujahs to his glorious name. 

Who waa, and will foi ever be the fame : 

Your grateful incenfe to his temples bring. 

That from the fmoking altars may arife 
Clouds of perfumes .to the imperial lities* 

His promifes dand firm to you. 

And endlefs joys will be bellow'd. 

As fare as that there is a God, 

On all who virtue cjioofe, and righteous paths pnrfre* 
VoL. XVIL H ‘ Moi 
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Nor Ihould we more his menaces diflrufl-j^ 

For while he is a Deity he mull 
(As infinitely good) be infinitely jufi,. 

But does it with a gracious godhead fuit, 

Whofe Mercy is his darling attribute. 

To punifh crimes that temporary be. 

And thofe but ttivial offences too, 

Meie ilips of human nature, fmall and few. 

With everiafting mifery ? 

This (liocks the mind with deep refiedions fraught. 
And Reafon bends beneath the ponderous thought ^ 
Crimes take their eftimate from guilt, and grow 
More heinous ftill, the more they do incenfe 
That God to whom ail creatures owe 
Profoundefi: reverence : 

Though as to that degree they raife 
The anger of the merciful Moll High, 

We have no llandaid to difcern it by. 

But the inflidion he on the offender lays. 

So that if endlefs punilhinent on all 
Our imrepented fins mull fill. 

None, not the ieaft, can be accounted fuulL 
That God is in perfedion jull, muft be 
Allow'd by all that own a Deity : 

If fo, from equity he cannot fwerve, 

^or punilh finners more than they deferve., 

His will reveaPd, is both exprefs and clear; 

Ye curfed of my Father, go 
To everlafting woe,” 

If everlafting means eternal here. 


Duration 
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Daration abfolutely without end ; 

Agamft which fenfe feme zealoully contend. 

That when applied to pains, it only meaxls. 

They lhali ten thoufand ages lafl : 

Ten thoufand, more, perhaps, when they are pall: ; 
But not eternal in a literal fenfe : 

Yet own the pleafures of the juft remain 
So long as there 's a God exifts to reign. 

Though none can give a folid reafon, why 
The word Eternity, 

To heaven and hell indifferent j'oin’d. 

Should carry fenfe of a different kind i 
And is a fad experiment to try. 


GOODNESS. 

But if there be one attribute divine 
With greater luftre than the reft can ftiine, 

^T is goodnefs, which we every moment fee 
llie godhead exercife with fuch delight. 

It feems, it only feems, to be 
The beft-belov’d perfection of the Deity, 

And more than infinite. 

Without that, he could never prove 
The proper objeds of our praife or love. 

Were he not good, he 'd be no more concern’^d 
To hear the wretched in afiliCtion cry. 

Or fee the guiltlefs for the guilty die. 

Than Neio, when the flaming city burned. 

And weeping Romans o’er its ruins mourn’d. 

H z Eternal 
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Eternal juftice then would be. 

But everlafting cruelty ; 

Power -unreftra'n'd, almighty violence 5 
And wifdom unconfin*d, but craft immenfe. 

'T is goodnefs conftkutes him that he is ; 

And thofe 

Who will deny him this, 

A god without a deity fnppofe. 

’When the lewd atheift bkfphemoufly fwears. 

By his tremendous name 
There is no god, but all "s a fham ; 

Infipid tattle, praife, and prayers. 

Virtue, pretence ; and all the facred rules 
iReligion teaches, tricks to cully fools : 

Juftice would ftrike th^ audacious villain dead^ 
But mercy, boundlefs, faves his guilty head ; 
Gives him protedion, and allows him bread. 
Does not the fmner whom no danger awes. 
Without reftraint, bis infamy purfue;. 

Rejoice, and glory in it too ; 

Laugh at the power divine, and xidiculeliisiaws; 
Labour in vice his xivals to excel. 

That, when he ’s dead, they may their pupils tell 
How wittily theibol was damn’d, how hard he fell ? 

Yet this vile wretch in lafety lives, 

Bleflings in common with the bell receives ; 
Though he is proud t' affront the God thofe bleflings 
giv^s* 

The chearful fun his influence fheds on all ; 

•Has no refped to good or ill ; 

And 
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And fruitful fhowers without diftindlion fall. 
Which fields with corn, with grafs the paftures, fill. 
The bounteous hand of Heaven bellows 
Succefs and* honour many times on thofe 
WhO' fcorn his favourites, and carefs his foes. 

To this good God, whom my adventtu'ou-s pen? 

Has dar’d to celebrate 
In lofty Pindar's ftrain ; 

Though with unequal llrength to bear the weight 
Of fuch a ponderous theme fo infinitely great : 

To this good God, celeftial fpirits pay, 

Witli extacy divine, incefiant praife : 

While on the glories of his face they gaze,. 

In the bright regions of eternal day. 

To him each rational exigence here, 

Whofe breall one fpark of gratitude contains. 

In whom there are the lead remains^ 

Of piety or fear„ 

His tribute brings of joyful facrifice, 

Forr pardon prays, and for protedion flies : 

Nay, the inanimate creation give. 

By prompt obedience to his word, 

Inftiniflive honour to their lord.. 

And lhame the thinking world, who in rebellion 
With Heaven and earth then, O my foul, unite. 

And the great God of both adore and blefs. 

Who gives thee competence,, content, and peace j., 
The only fountains of fincere delight ; 

Ha 


That 
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That from the tranfitory joys below. 

Thou by a happy exit may 'ft remove 
To thofe ineiFable above; 

Which from the vifion of the godhead flow. 

And neither end, decreafe, nor interruption know» 

ELEAZAR'S LAMENTATION 

OVER JERUSALEM. 

PARAPHRASED OUT OF JOSEPHUS. 

A las, Jerufalem ^ alas I where 's now 

Thy priftine glory, thy unmatch'd renown. 

To which the heathen monarchies did bow ? 

Ah, haplefs, miferable town ! 

Where 's all thy majefty, thy beauty gone. 

Thou onee raoft noble, celebrated place. 

The joy and the delight of all the earth ; 

Who gav’ft to godlike princes birth. 

And bred up heroes, an immortal race ? 

Where 's now the vaft magnificence, which made 
The fouls of foreigneis adore 
Thy wondrous bnghtnefs, which no morfe 
Shall fliine, but lie in an eternal fhade ? 

Oh mifery I where 's all her mighty ftate. 

Her fplendid train of numerous kings. 

Her noble edifices, noble things. 

Which made her feem fo eminently great. 

That barbarous princes in her gates appear’d, . 

And 
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And wealthy prefents, as their tribute, brought. 

To court her friendfhip ? For hei Rrength they fear’d. 
And all her wide protedion fought. 

But now, ah ! now they laugh and cry. 

See how her lofty buildings lie I 
See how her flaming turrets gild the fky ! 

Where ’s all the young, the valiant, and the gay. 
That on her feflivals were us'd to play 
Harmonious tunes, and beautify the da}- ? 

The glitteiing troops, which did from far. 

Bring home the trophies, and the fpoils of war. 

Whom all the nations round with terror view'd. 

Nor durft their godlike valour tiy ? 

Where’er they fought, they certainly fubdued. 

And every combat gain’d a vidory. 

Ah ! where ’s the houfe of the Eternal King s 
The beauteous temple of the Lord of Hofls, 

To whofe laige creafuiies our fleet did bring 
The gold and jewels of remotefl: coafls? 

There had the infinite Creator plac'd 
His terrible, amazing name. 

And with his more peculiar prefence grac'd 
That heavenly fandum, where no mortal came. 

The high-prieit only ; he but once a year 
In that divine apartihent might appear : 

So full of glory, and fo facred then, 

But*now corrupted with the heaps of flair. 

Which fcattei’d round w ith blood, defile the mighty 
fane* 
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Alas, Jertfalem ! each fpacious ilreet 
Was once fo fill’d, the numerous throng 
Was forc’d to jofile as they pafs’d along. 

And thoufands did with thoufands meet ; 

The darling then of God, and man’s belov’d retreats. 
In thee was the bright throne of juftice fix’d, 

Jufiice impartial, and vain fraud unmix di 
?5he fcorn’d the beauties of fallacious gold, 

Defpifing the mofi wealthy bribes ; 

But did the facred balance hold 
With god-iike faith to all our happy tribes. 

Thy well-built fireeis, and every noble fquare. 

Were once with polifh’d marble laid. 

And all his lofty bulvs?arks made 
With wondrous labour, and with artful care* 

'Thy ponderous gates, furprizing to behold. 

Were cover’d o’er with folid gold ; 

Whofe fplendor did £o glorious appear. 

It ravifh’d and amaz’d the eye ; 

And Grangers paffmg, to themfelves would cry^ 

What mighty heaps of wealth are here 1 
How thick the bars of mafiy filver lie I 
O happy people ! and ftill happy be,. 

Ceiefiial city ! from deftrudion free. 

May’ll tbou enjoy a long, entire profperity I 

But now, oh wretched, wretched place I 
Thy ftreets and palaces axe fprcad 
With heaps of carcafes, and mountains of the dead;.. 
The bleeding relics of the Jewilh race 1 
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Each corner of the town, no vacant fpace. 

But is with breathlefs bodies fill'd. 

Some by the fword, and fome by famine, kill’d^ 
Natives and Grangers are together laid ; 

Death's arrows ail at random flew 
AmoEgft the crowd, and no diftinftion made. 
But both the coward and the valiant flew. 

All in one difmal rum join'd, 

(For fwords and peflilence are blind) 

The fair, the good, the brave, no mercy find s 
Thofe that from far, with joyful hafte,. 

Came to attend thy feflival'. 

Of the fame bittei poifon tafle, 

And by the black, deftrudive poifon fall 5, 

For the avenging fentence pafs'd on all. 

Oh f fee how the delight of human eyes 
In horrid defolation lies I 
See how the burning ruins flame !• 

Nothing now left, but a fad, empty name f 
And the triumphant vi<flor cries. 

This was the fam'd Jerufalem I 

The moft obdtirate creature mufb 
Be griev'd to fee thy palaces in duft, 

Thofe ancient habitations of the jufir ; 

And could tile marble rocks but know 
The miferies of thy fatal overthrow. 

They 'd flnve to find fome fecret way unknown, 
Maugre the feafelefs nature of the flone. 
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Their pity and concern to fliew ; 

For now, where lofty buildings flood. 

Thy fons conupted carcafes are laid : 

And all by this deflruffion made 
One common Golgotha, one field of blood I 
See ! how thofe ancient men, who ruPd thy ftate. 
And made thee happy, made thee great 5 
Who fat upon the awful chair 
Of mighty Mofes, in long fcarlet clad. 

The good to cherifh, and chaftife the bad. 

Now fit in the corrupted air. 

In filent melancholy, and in fad defpair I 

See how their murder'd children round them lie ! 

Ah, difmal fcene ! hark how they cry 1 
Woe! woe! one beam of mercy give. 

Good Heaven I alas, for we would live f 
Pe pitiful, and fuffer us to die ! 

Thus they lament, thus beg for eafe ; 

While in their feeble, aged arms they hold 
The bodies of their offspring, fliif and cold. 

To guaid them from the ravenous favages : 

Till their increafing forrows death perfuade / 

(For death muft fure with pity fee 
The horrid defolation he has made) 

To put a period to all their mifery. 

Thy wretched daughters that furvive. 

Are by the heathen kept alive. 

Only to gratify their lufl. 

And then be mix'd with common dufl# 

Oh I infupportabie, flupendous woe I 

What 
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‘What fcall we do ? ah I whither fhall we go ? 

Down to the grave, down to thoic happf Jfhades below^ 
Where all our brave progenitors are bM 
With endlefs triumph and eternal reft. 

But who, without a flood of tears, can fee 
Thy mournful, fad cataflrophe ? 

Who can behold thy glorious temple lie 
In afhes, and not be in pain to die ? 

Unhappy, dear Jerufalem I thy woes 
Have rais'd my griefs to fuch a vafi: excefs, 

' Their mighty weight no mortal knows. 

Thought cannot comprehend, or words exprefs. 

Nor can they polfibly, while I furvive, be Iefs« 

Good Heaven had been extremely kind. 

If it had ftruck me dead, or llruck me blind. 

Before this curfed time, this worft of days, 
is death quite tir'd ? are all his arrows fpent ? 

If not, wdiy then fo many dull delays ? 

Quick, quick, let the obliging dart be fent ! 

Hay, at -me only let ten thoufand fly. 

Whoe'er lhall wretchedly furvive ; that I 
May, happily, be fuie to die. 

Yet ftill we live,' live in excefs of pain I 
Our friends and relatives are fiain I 
Nothing but ruins round us fee. 

Nothing but defolation, w^oe, and miferyl 
Nay, While we thus, with bleeding hearts, complaiuj, 
Our enemies without prepare 
Their direful engines to purfue the war; 


And 
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And you may flavifhly preferve your breath. 

Or feek for freedom in the arms of death* 

Thus then refolve ; nor tremble at the thought : 
Can gloiy be too dearly bought ? 

Since the Almighty wifdom has decreed. 

That we, and all our progeny, Ihould bleed. 

It fhall be after fuch a noble way,. 

Succeeding ages will with wonder view 
What brave defpaii; compelFd us to 1 
No, we will ne’er furvive another day * 

Bring then your wives, your children, adl 
That ’s valuable good or dear. 

With ready hands, and place them here ; 

They lhall unite in one vaft funeral. 

I know your courages are truly brave. 

And dare do any thing but ill: 

Who would an aged father fave. 

That he may live in chains and be a Have,, 

Or for remorfelefs enemies to kill ? 

Let your bold hands then- give the fatal blow ^ 

For, what at any other time would be 
The dire effed of rage and* cruelty. 

Is mercy, tendemefs, and pity, now I 
This then perform’d, we ’M to the battle fly. 

And there, amidft our flaughter’d foes, expire*, 
y ’t is revenge and glory you defire. 

Now you may have them, if you dare but die 
Nay, more, ev’n freedomi and eternity I 


A PROS- 
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A PB.OS-PECT OF DEATH. 

A PINDARIC XSSAY. 

Sed omnes una maneft jiox, 

Et calcanda femel via lethi’* Hojlac«» 

S INCE we can dklDUt once, and after death. 

Our ftate no alteration knows ; 

Bnt, when we have refign'd our breathy 
Th’ immortal fpirit goes 
To endlefs joys, or everlafling w'oesi: 

Wife IS the man who labours to fecure 
That mighty and important 
And, by all methods, ftrives to make 
His paflage fafe, and his reception fure. 

Merely to die, no man of reafon fears ; 

For certainly we mull-. 

As we are born, return to dull: : 

*T is the laft point of many lingering years : 

But wfiitlier then we go. 

Whither, we fain would know^ 

But human underftanding cannot £hew. 

This makes us tremble, and creates 
Strange apprehenfions in the mind ; 

Fills it with reftlefs doubts, and wild debates^ 
Concerning what living, cannot find* 
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None kno^v what death is, but the dead ; 
Therefore we all, hy nature, dying dread. 

As a ilrange,, doubtful way, we know not how to tread* 

When to the margin of the grave wc come. 

And fcarce have one black, painful hour to live 5 
No hopes, no profped, of a kind reprieve. 

To flop our fpeedy paffage to the tomb ; 

How moving, and how mournful, is the fight ! 

How wondrous pitiful, how wondrous fad ^ 

Where then is refuge, where is comfort, to be had 
In the dark minutes of the dreadful night. 

To cliear our drooping fouls for their amazing flight ? 
Feeble and languifhing in bed we lie, 

Defpairing to recover,. void of reft; 

Wilhing for death, and yet afraid to die : 

Terrors and doubts diftrad; our breaft, 

With mighty agonies and mighty pains oppreft* 

Our face is moiften’d with a clammy fweat j 
Faint and irregular the pulfes beat ; 

The blood unaftive grows. 

And thickens as it flows. 

Depriv’d of all its- \ igour, all its vital heat# 

Our dying eyes roll heavily about. 

Their light juft going out ; 

And for fome kind afliftance call ; 

But pity, ufekis pity all 
Our weeping friends can give. 

Or we receive ; 

Though then defires are great, their powers are fmalJ, 

The 
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The tongue unable to declare 
The pains and griefs, the miferies we bear ; 

How infupportable our torments are. 

Mulic no more delights oui deafening ears^ 

Reftores our joys, or dillipates our fears 5 
But all is melancholy, all is fad. 

In robes of deepeft mourning clad ; 

For, every faculty, and every fenfe. 

Partakes tke woe of this dire exigence* 

Then we are fenfible too late, 

’Tis no advantage to be rich or great : 

For, all the fulfome pride and pageantry of 
No confolation brings. 

Riches and honours then are ufelefs things,. 

Taflelefs, or bitter, all. 

And, like the book which the apoille eat. 

To the ill-judging palate fweet, 

But turn at lall to naufeoufnefs and galL 
Nothing will then our drooping fpirits chear^.. 

But the remembrance of good adions pall. 

Virtue ’s a joy that will for ever lull. 

And makes pale death lefs terrible appear ; 

Takes out his baneful lling, and palliates our fear*. 

In the daik and'-chambei of the grave- 
What would we give (ev’n all we liave^ 

All that our care and induftry have gain'd, 

I that our policy, our fraud, our art, obtain d) 

Conl^ 
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Could we recall tliofe fatal hours again. 

Which we confum’d m fenfelefs vanities. 

Ambitious follies^ or luxurious eafel 
For then they urge our terrors, and increafe our pain^* 

Our friends and relatives ftand weeping by, 
DiiTolv’d in tears, to fee us die. 

And plunge into the deep abyfs of wide eternity* 

In vain they mourn, in vain they grieve : 

Thetr forrows cannot ours relieve. 

They pity our deplorable eftate 2 
But what, alas, can pity do 
To foften the decrees of fatei 
‘Befides, the fentence is irrevocable too. 

All their endeavours to preferve our breath. 

Though they do unfuccefsful prove, 

“Shew us how much, how tenderly, they love. 

But cannot cut off the entail of death. 

Mournful they look, and crowd, about our bed : 

OnA> with oficious haile. 

Brings us a coidial we wantfenfe to tafte; 

Another foftly raifes up our head ; 

This wipes away the fweat ; that, iighing, cries 
See wJxat convulfions, what ftrong agonies. 

Both foul and body undergo I 
His pains no mtermiflion know.; 

For every gafp of air he draws, returns in lighs. 
Each would his kind ailiftance lend. 

To fave his dear relation, or his dearer friend ; 

But liill in vain with deiliny -they all contend, 

'Our 
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Our father, pale with grief and watching grown. 
Takes oiir cold hand in his, and cries, adieu I 
Adieu, my child! now I mull follow you . 

Then weeps, and gently lays it down. 

Our fons, who, in their tender years. 

Were objedls of our caies, and of our fears. 
Come trembling to our bed, and, kneeling, cry„ 
Blefs us, O father! now before you die; 

Blefs us, and be you blefs’d to all eternity. 

Our friend, whom equal to ourfelves we love, 
CompaHionate and kind. 

Cries, wnil }ou leaie me here behind ? 

Without me fly to the blefs’d feats above ? 

Without me, did I fay ? Ah, no ! 

Without thi friend thou canfl not go ; 

For, though thou leavhl me giovelmg hcie below, 
My foul iiith thee fliall upward flj , 

And bear thy fpint company, 

Thiough the bnght palfagc of the yielding fi^y, 

Evhi death, tliat parts thee from th) fell, Inall be 
Incapable to feparate 
(For "tis not in the poi\er of fate) 

Isly fiiend, my bell, my dearefl inend, and me : 
But, fmee it muH be fo, farewell ; 

For ever * No ; for we fhall meet again, 

And li\ e like gods, though now we die like men, 
In the eternal regions, wheie juil fpiiits dwell* 


I'he 
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1 lie foal, unable longer to maintain 
The fruitlefs and unequal Unfe, 

Finding her weak endeavours vain^ 

To keep the counterfcarp of life, 

By {low degrees, retires towards the heart. 
And fortifies that little fort 
With all Its kind artilleries of art ; 

Botanic legions guarding every port* 

But death, whofe arms no mortal can repel, 

A formal fiege difdains to lay ; 
Summons his fierce battalions to the fra}’’. 
And in a minute fiorms the feeble citadel. 
Sometimes we may capitulate, and he 
Pretends to make a fohd peace ; 

But 'tis all {ham, all artifice. 

That v’C may negligent and carelefs be : 

For, if his armies are withdrawn to-day. 

And we believe no danger near. 

Blit all IS peaceable, and all is clear, 

Fiis troops return lome unfufpeded way ; 
While in the foft embrace of ileep we lie. 

The fecret miirdeiers flab us, and we die. 

Since our firfl parents* fall. 

Inevitable death defeends on all ; 

A portion none of human race can mifs 
Bui that which makes it fweet or bitter, is 
The fears of mifery^ or certain hopes of blifs. 
For, when th* impenitent and wicked die. 
Loaded with crimes and infamy j 


If 
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If any fenfe at that fad time remains^ 

They feel amazing terrors, mighty pains ; 

The earneft of that vafl, ftupendous woe. 

Which they to all eternity muft undergo. 

Confin’d in hell with everlafting chains. 

Infernal fpirits hover in the an. 

Like ra\ enous wolves, to feize upon the prey. 

And hurry the departed fouls away 
To the dark receptacles of defpaii : 

Where they muft dwell till that tremendous day^ 
When tho* loud trump fhall call them to appear 
Befoie a Judge moil terrible, and moft fevere ; 

By whofe juft fentence they muft go 
To e\ erlafting pains, and endlefs woe. 

But the good man, whofe foul is pure^ 

Unfpotted, regular, and free 
From all the ugly ftains of liift and villainy. 

Of mercy and of pardon fure. 

Looks through the darknefs of the gloomy night s 
And fees the dawning of a glorious day ; 

Sees crowds of angels ready to convey 

His foul whene’er fhe takes her flight 
To the furpnzing raanfions of immortal light. 

Then the celeftial guards around him ftand ; 

Nor fufter the black daemons of the air 
T’ oppofe his paftage to the promis’d land, 

Or'teinfy his thoughts with wild defpair j 
But all is calm within, and ail without is fair. 

1 z Hk 
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His prayeis, his chanty, his virtues, prefs 
To plead for mercy when he wants it moll; 

Not one of all the happy number 's loll , 

And thofe bright advocates ne’er want fuccefs. 

But when the foul ’s releas’d £om dull mortalityjs 
She pafles up in triumph through the iky ; 

Where Hie ’s united to a glorious throng 
Of angels ; w'ho, with a celeibal fong. 

Congratulate her conqueft as ihe flies along* 

If therefore all mufi: quit the Hage, 

When, or how foon, we cannot know’" ; 

But, late or early, w^e are fure to go ; 

In the frefh bloom of youth, or wither’d age ; 

We cannot take too fedulous a care. 

In this important, grand affair : 

For as we die, we mull lemain ; 

Hereafter all our hopes are i-ain, 

To make our peace with Fleaven, or to return agaia» 
The heathen, who no better underftood 
Than w'hat the light of nature taught, declar’d. 

No future mifery could be prepai’d 

For the fincere, the merciful, the good ; 

But, if there was a Hate of reft. 

They fliould with the fame happinefs be blcft 
As the immortal gods, if gods there were, poJielL 
We have the promife of th’ eternal tmth, 

Thofe who li\ e well, and pious paths purfue. 

To man, and to their Maker, true. 

Let them expire in age, or youth. 

Can 
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Can never mifs 

Their way to everlailmg blifs : 

But from a world of mifery and care 
To manfions of eternal eafe repair ; 

Where joy in full perfedion flows, 
And m an endiefs circle mo\ es. 
Through the vafl round of beatiflc love. 
Which no ceflatioii knows. 


ON THE 

GENERAL CONFLAGRATION, 

AND ENSUING JUDGMENT. 

A PINDARIC ESSAY. 

** Efle qiioque in fatis, remimfcitur, affore tenipiis 
Quonicue, quo tcllus, correptaque regia coeii 
Aidfiat, & mundi moles operola laborat.” Ovid. Met. 

N O W the black days of univerfal doom. 

Which wondrous prophecies foretold, are come S 
What ftrong convulfions, what llupendous woe, 

Mufl: finking nature undergo ; 

AxnidH the dreadful wreck, and final overthrow I 
Methinks I hear her, confcious of her fate. 

With fearful groans, and hideous cues, . 

Fill the prefaging Ikies, 

13 
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Unable to fupport the weight 
Or of the piefent, or approaching miferies* 

Methinks I hear her fummon all 
Her guilty offspring raving with defpair. 

And trembling, cry aloud. Prepare, 

Ye fublunary powers, t* attend my funeral ! 

See, fee the tragical portents, 

Thofe difmal harbingers of dire events ^ 

Loud thunders roar, and darting lightnings fly 
Through the dark concave of the troubled fky ; 

The fiery ravage is begun, the end is nigh. 

See how the glaring meteors blaze ^ 

Like baleful torches, O they come. 

To light difibivmg Nature to her tomb I 
And, fcattering round their peftilential rays. 

Strike the affrighted nations with a wild amaze. 

Vafi: fheets of flame, and globes of fire. 

By an impetuous wind are driven 
Through all the regions of the inferior heaven , 
Till, hid in fulphurous fmoke, they feeiiungly expire* 

Sad and amazing ’tis to fee, 

What mad confufion rages over all 
‘ This fcorching ball I 
No country is exempt, no nation free. 

But each pai takes the epidemic mifery. 

What difmal havoc of mankind is made 
By wars, and peftilence, and dearth. 

Through the whole mournful earth ? 

Which with a murdering fury they invade, 
forfoQk by Providence, and aij propitious aid I 

Whim 
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Whilil fiends let loofe, their utmoft rage employ. 

To i^in all things here below ; 

Their malice and revenge no limits know. 

But, in the univerfal tumult, all dcllroy. 

Diftracled mortals from their cities fly, 

For fafety to their champam ground. 

But there no fafety can be found ; 

The vengeance of an angry'Deity, 

With unrelenting fury, does inclofe them round i 
And whilft for mercy foirte aloud implore 
The God they ndicurd before ; 

And others, raidng with their woe, 

(For hunger, third*, defpair, they undeigo) 

Elafpherne and cuife the Power they Ihould adore i 
The earth, parch’d up with diought, her jaws extends. 
And opening wide a dreadful tomb. 

The howling multitude at once defcends 
Together all into her burning womb. 

The trembling Alps abfcond their aged heads' 

In mighty pillars of infernal fmoke. 

Which from their bedowing caverns broke, 

And fuifocates whole nations vvherc it fpreads^ 
Sometimes the hre within divides 
The maffy rivers of thofe fecret chains. 

Which hold together their prodigious fides', 

And hurls the fhatter’d. rocks o’er all the plains : 
While towns and v^ities, every thing below. 

Is oiciwhelm’d wuh the fame burR of woe. 

14 
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No ers defcend from the malignant Iky^ 

To cool the burning of the thirlly field , 

The trees no leates, no grafs the meadows, yield. 

But all IS barren, all is dry. 

The little rivulets no more 
To larger fireams their tribute pay. 

Nor to the ebbing ocean they ; 

Which, uifh a ftrange unufual roar, 

Forfakes thofe ancient bounds it would have pafs’d 
before : 

And to the monftrous deep in vain retire : 

For ev'n the deep itfelf is not fecure. 

But belching fubterraneous fires, 

Increafes ilill the fcalding calenture, 

Wliicix neither earth, nor air, nor water, can endure* 

The fun, fympathy, concern’d 
At thofe convulfions, pangs, and agonies. 

Which on the whole creation feize. 

Is to fubilantial darknefs turn d. 

The neighbouring moon, as if a purple flood 
Overflow ’d her tottering orb, appears 
Like a huge mafs of black corrupted blood | 

For fhe herfeif a difiblution fears* 

The laiger planets, which once fiione fo bright. 

With the refledled lays of borrow’d light, 

Shook from their centre, without motion lie. 
Unwieldy globes of folid night. 

And ruinous lumber of the Iky. 


Amidft 
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Amidfl this dreadfur hurricane of woes^ 

(For fire, coiifuiion, honor, and defpair. 

Fill every region of the tortur’d earth and air) 

The great archangel his loud trumpet blows; 

At whofe amazing found frelh agonies 
Upon expiring nature feize : 

For now llie ’ll in few minutes know 
The ultimate event and fate of all below.. 

Aw ake, ye dead, awake, he cries ; 

(For all muft come) 

All that had human breath, arife„ 

To hear your lafl, unalterable doomiv 

At this the ghaftly tyrant, who had fway’d 
So many thoufand ages uncontroITd, 

Mo longer could his fceptre hold 
But gave up all, and was himfelf a captive made.. 

The fcatter’d particles of human clay, 

Which in the fiknt grave’s daik chambers lay, 

Refurae their priftine forms again. 

And now from mortal, grow immortal men. 
Stupendous energy of facred Power, 

Which can colled whatever call 
The fmallell atoms, and that lhape reftore 
WTIcIi they had worn fo many years before. 

That through llrange accidents and numerous changes* 
pail I 

See how the joj ful angels fjr 
From eveiy quarter of the Iky^^, 

To 
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To gather and to convoy all 
The pious fons of human race. 

To one capacious place. 

Above the confines of this flaming ball. 

See with what tendernefs and love they bear 
Thofe righteous fouls through the tumultuous air; 

Whilfl: the ungodly fland below. 

Raging with lhaine, confuflon, and defpair, 
Amidfl the burning overthrow, 

Expefting fiercer torment, and acuter woe. 

Round them infernal fpurits howling fly ; n 

O horror, curfcs, toi Lures, chains ! they cry I 
And roar aloud with execrable blafphemy. J 

Hark how the daring fons of infamy 
Who once diflblv^cl in pleafures lap. 

And laugh'd at this tremendous day. 

To rocks and mountains now to hide them cry. 

But rocks and mountains all in afhes he. 

Their fhame 's fo mighty, and fo flrong their fear. 
That, rathei than appear 
Before a God incens'd, they would be hurl'd 
Amongft the burning ruins of the world. 

And he conceal'd, if poffible, for ever there. 

Time was they would not own a Deity, 

Nor after death a future flate ; 

But now, by fad experience, find, too late. 

There is, and terrible to that degree. 

That rather than behold his face, they 'd ceafe to be. 

And 
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And fare *tis better, if Heaven would give confent. 
To have no being ; but they mull remain, , 

For ever, and for ever be in pain. 

O inexprelTible, llupendous punifhment. 

Which cannot be endur'd, yet muH be underwent ! 

But now, the ealiern Ikies expanding wide. 

The glorious Judge omnipotent defcends. 

And to the fublunary world his palTage bends ; 

Where, cloath'd with human nature, he did once relide. 
Round him the bright ethereal armies fiy. 

And loud triumphant hallelujahs ling. 

With fongs of praife, and hymns of vidorj. 

To their celeliial king ; 

Ail glory, pow’er, dominion, majelly. 

Now, and for everlalhng ages, be 
To the Ellfntial One, and Co-eternal Three, 

Penfh that woild, as 'tis decreed. 

Which faw the God incarnate bleed ! 

Perilh by thy almighty ^ engcancc thofe 
Wlio durR thy perfon, or thy laws, expole ; 

The curfed lefuge of mankind, and hell's proud feed. 
Now to the unbelieving nations Ihew, 

Thou art a God from all eternity , 

Not titular, or but by office fo ; 

And let them the mylterious union fee 
Of human nature with the Deity, 

With mighty tranfports, yet with awful fears, 

The good behold this glorious fight ! 

Their God in all Ms majeRy appears^ 


InelFablej 
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IneEible, amazing bright. 

And feated on a throne of cvcilading light. 

Round the tribunal,, next to the Mod High, 

In facred difcipline and order. Hand 
The peers and princes of the fky. 

As they excel in glory oi command. 

Upon the right hand that illailrious ciovvd, 
in the white bofom of a finning cloud, 

Whofe fouls abhorring all ignoble cnmesv 
Did, with a Heady couife, puifae, 

His holy precepts in the woril of times, 

Maugre what earth or hell, what man or de\ ils could do. 
And now that God they did to death adore, 

Tor whom fuch torments and fuch pains they bore 
Returns to place tliem on thofe thrones above, 
Where, undiHurb’d, uncloy'd, they poMs 
Dll me, fuDitantial happinefs. 

Unbounded as his powxr, and laihng as his love. 

Go, bring, the Judge impartial, froivning, cries, 
Thofe lebel fons, who did my laws defpife ; 

Wliom neitliei threats noi promifes could inoi e,. 

Not all my fuHermgs, noi all my lot c. 

To fave themfeives fiom cvcilailing inifcrics. 

At this ten milhons of aichangels dew 
biufter than lightning, or the fwuftefl thought. 

And lefs than in an jnRant brought 
The wretched, cuis’d, infernal, crewi 
Who with diliorled afpedts come. 

To hear their fad, mtoleiablc doom. 

Alas I chc> cry, one b^am ot mercy 


Thott 
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Thou alJ -forgiving Deity! 

To pardon cnroes., is natural to thee : 

Crufh us to nothing, or fufpend our woe^ 

But if It cannot, cannot be. 

And we mull go into a gulph of fire, 

(For who can with Omnipotence contend 
Grant, for thou art a God, it may at lail expiie. 

And all our tortures have an end* 

Eternal burnings, 0 , we cannot bear I 
Though now our bodies too immortal are. 

Let them be pungent to the lad degree t 
And let ‘Our pains innumerable be , 

But let them not extend to ail eternity i 

Lo, now there does no place remaLi 
For penitence and tears, but all 
Mud by then adions dand or fall : 

To hope for pity, is in vain ; 

The dye is cad, and not to be xecalf d again. 

Two mighty books aie by two angels brought; 

In this, impartially recorded, dands 
The law of natuie, and divine commands : 

In that, each adlion, word, and .thought. 

Whatever was faid in fecret, or in fccret wrought* 

Then drd the virtuous and the good. 

Who all the fury of temptation Hood, 

And bravely pafsM thio’ ignominy, chains, and blood. 
Attended by their guardian angels come 
To the tremendous bar of final doom. 

In vam the grand accufer, railing, brings 
A long indisdment of enormous things. 


Whofe 
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Whofe guilt wip’d off by penitential tears. 

And their Redeemer’s blood and agonies. 

No more to their aftonifhment appears. 

But in the fecret womb of dark oblivion lies. 

Come, now, my friends, he cries, ye fons of grace. 
Partakers once of all my wrongs and fhame, 
Defpis’d and hated for my name ; 

Come to your Saiiour’s and your God’s embrace j 
Afcend, and thofe bright diadems polTefs. 

For you by my eternal Father made. 

Ere the foundation of the world was laid ; 

And that furprizing happmefs, 

Immenfe as my own Godhead, and will ne’er be lefs. 
For when I languifhing in prifon lay. 

Naked, and ftarv’d almoft for want of bread. 

You did your kindly vifits pay. 

Both cloath’d my body, and my hunger fed. 
Weary’d with ficknefs, or opprefs’d with grief,, 

Your hand was always ready to fupply ; 

Whene’er I wanted, you were always by. 

To fhare my forrows, or to give relief. 

In all diftrefs, fo tender was your love, 

I could no anxious trouble bear ; 

No black misfortune, or vexatious care. 

But you were ftill impatient to remove. 

And mourn’d, your charitable hand fliouldimfucceisful 
prove : 

Ail this you did, though not to me 
In perfon, yet to mine in mifery ; 

And 
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And fiiiall for ever live 
In all tbe glories that a God can give 
Or a created being 's able to receive. 

At this the architeds divine on high 
Innumerable thrones of glory raife. 

On which they, in appointed order, place. 

The human coheirs of eternity. 

And with united hymns the God incarnate praife t 
O holy, holy, holy. Lord, 

Eternal God, Almighty One, 

Pe Thou for ever, and be Thou alone, 

Py all thy creatures, conftantly adored 1 
Ineffable, co-equal Three, 

Who from non-entity gave birth 
To angels and to men, to heaven and to earth. 

Yet always wafl Thyfelf, and wilt for ever be^ 

But for thy mercy, we had ne*er pofTeft 
Thefe tluones, and this immenfe felicity; 

Could ne'er have been fo infinitely bleft ! 

Therefore all Glory, Powei, Dominion, Majefiy, 

To Thee, O Lamb of God, to Thee, 

For e\ er longer, than for ever, be I 

Then the incarnaj:e Godhead turns his face 
To thofe upon the left, and cries, 

{Almighty vengeanfie tofning in his eyes) 

Ye impious, unbelieving race. 

To thofe cternartorments go^ 


Freparfd 
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Prepai’d for thofe rebellious fons of lights 
In burning darkncfs and in flaming night. 

Which fhall no limit or ceflation know. 

But always are extieme, and always will be foe 
The final fentence pafl, a dieadful cloud 
Incloflng all the miferable crowd, 

A mighty hunicane of thunder rofe. 

And hurPd them all into a lake of fire. 

Which never, never, never can expire ; 

The vafl: abyfs of endlefs woes : 

Whilfl: with their God the righteous mount on high, 
In glorious triumph pafTing through the flcy. 

To joys immenfe, and evcrlalling extafy* 

REASON: A POEM. 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR I7OO. 

U NHAPPY man! who, through fucceflive } ears, 
From early youth to life’s lafi: childhood eiis . 
No fooner born but proves a foe to truth ; 

For infant Reafon is o’erpower’d in youth. 

The cheats of fenfe will half our learning fhare j 
And pre-conceptions all our knowledge are. 

Reafon, ’tis true, fliould over fenfe prefide : 

Corred our notions, and our judgments guide ; 

But falfe opinions, rooted in the mind. 

Hoodwink the foul, and keep our Reafon blind. 
Reafon ’s a taper, which but faintly burns > 

A languid flame, that glows, and dies by turns ; 
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We fee *t a little while, and but a little way; 

We travel by its light, as men by day ; 

But quickly dying, it forfakes us foon. 

Like morning-Hars, that never ftay till noon. 

The foul can fcarce above the body rife ; 

And all we fee is with corporeal eyes. 

Life now does fcarce one glimpfe of light difplay; 
We mourn in darknefs, and delpair of day : 

That natural night, once drefl: with orient beams,^ 
Is now diminilh’d, and a twilight feems ; 

A mifcellaneous compofition, made 
Of night and day, of funfhine and of fhade. 
Through an uncertain medium now we look. 

And find that falfehood, which for truth we took t 
So rays projeded from the eaflern fkies. 

Shew the falfe day before the fun can rife. 

That little knowledge now which man obtains. 
From outward objefts, and from fenfe he gains ; 

He, like a wretched Have, muft plod and fweat ; 

By day muft toil, by night that toil repeat; 

And yet, at laft, what little fruit he gams I 
A beggar's harveft, glean'd wnth mighty pains I 
The palTions, ftill predominant, will rule 
Ungovern'd, rude, not bred in Rcafon's fchool ; 

Our underftanding they with darknefs fill, 

Caufe ftrong corruptions, and pervert the will. 

On thefe the foul, as on foine flowing tide, 

Muft fit, and on the raging billows ride. 

Hurried m ay ; for how can be withftood 
Til' impetuous torrent of the boiling blood 
VoL. XYII. K 
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Be gone, £ilfe hopes, for all oor learning ’s vain * 

Can we be free where thefe the rule maintain ? 

Thefe are the tools of knowledge which we nfes 
'1‘he fpirits heated, will ftrange things produce. 

Tell me, whoe’er the palTions could control. 

Or from the body difengage the foul ; 

Till this IS done, our beft purfoits are vain. 

To coneper truth, and unmix’d knowledge gain t 
Through all the bulky volumes of the dead. 

And through thofe books that modern times have bred, 
With pam we travel, as through moorilh ground. 
Where fcarce one ufeful plant is ever found ; 

O’er-run with errors, w hich fo thick appear. 

Our fearch proves vain, no fpark of truth is there. 
What ’s ail the noify jargon of the fchools. 

But idle nonfenfe of laborious fools. 

Who fetter Reafon with perplexing rules ? 

VvTat in Aquma’s bulky works are found. 

Does not enlighten Reafon, but confound : 

Who travels Scotus’ fwelling tomes, fhall find 
A cloud of darknefs nfing on the mind 
In controverted points can Reafon fway. 

When paffion, or conceit, fiill hurries us away! 

Thus his new notions Sherlock would infill. 

And deal the greateft myfteries at mil ; 

But, by unlucky wit, perplex’d them more. 

And made them darker than they were before. 

South foon oppos’d him, out of chrifiian zeal ; 
Shewing how well he could difpute and raih 

How 
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How fhall we e’er difcover which is rights 
When both fo eagerly maintain the fight ? 

Each does the other’s arguments deride , 

Each has the church and fcripture on his fide. 

The fharp> ill^natur’d combat ’s but a jefi: , 

Both may be wrong ; one, pci haps, errs the leafi. 

How iliall we know which ai tides are true. 

The old ones of the church, or Burnet’s new ? 

In paths uncertain and unfafe he treads,. 

Who blindly follows other fertile heads ; 

Wliat fare, what certain mark have we to know. 

The right or wrong, ’twixt Burgefs, Wake, and Howe ?' 

Should unturn’d nature crave the medic art. 

What health can that contentious tribe impart? 

Every phyfician writes a different bill. 

And gives no oth^r Reafon but liis wiIL 
No longer boafi: your art, ye impious race ; 

Let wars ’twixt Alcahes and Acids ceafe ; 

And proud G — 11 with Colbatch be at peace. 

Gibbons and RadclifFe do but rarely gueis ; 

To-day they ’ve good, to-morrow, no'fuccefs. 

Ev’n Garth and * Maurus fometimes fhall prevail. 

When Gibfon, learned Hannes, and Tyfon, fail. 

And, more than once, we ’ve feen, that blundering Sloane,, 
Miffing the gout, by chance has hit the fione ; 

The patient docs the lucky error find : 

A cure he works, though not the cure defign’d,. 

Cufiomiv the world ’s great idol, we adore; 

And knowing this, we feek to know no more,- 
* Sir Richard Blackuiore* 
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What education did at firfl receive, 

Our ripen'd age confirms us to believe. 

The careful nurfe, and prieft, are all we need. 

To learn opinions, and our country's creed : 

The parent's precepts early are infiill'd. 

And fpoil the man, while they inftrmfi: the child. 

To what hard fate is human-kind betray'd. 

When thus implicit faith, a virtue made ; 

When education more than truth prevails. 

And nought is current but what cuftom feals ? 

Thus, from the time we firft began to know. 

We live and learn, but not the wifer grow. 

We leldom ufc our liberty aright. 

Nor judge of things by univerfal light : 

Our prepofiTefiions and afiedions bind 

The foul m chains, and lord it o'er the mind ; 

And if felf-intereft be but in the cafe. 

Our unexamin'd principles may pafs I 

Good Heavens I that man fliould thus himfelf deceive. 

To learn on credit, and on trufl believe! 

Better the mind no notions had retain'd, 

But Hill a fair, unwritten blank remain'd : 

For now, who truth from falfehood would dilcern, 
Mali firft difrpbe the mind, and all unlearn. 

Errors, contradled in unmindful youth. 

When once remov'd, will fmooth the way to truth i 
To difpofifefs the child, the mortal lives ; 

But death approaches ere the man arrives. 

Thofe who would learning's glorious kingdom find. 
The dear-bought purchafe of the tiading mind. 


From 
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From many dangers muft themfelves acquit, 

And more than Scylla and Charybdis meet. 

Oh f what an ocean mull: be voyag'd o'er. 

To gam a profpeiSl of the fhming Ihore ^ 
Refilling locks oppofe th' inquiring foul. 

And adverfe waves letard it as they roll. 

Does not that foolifh deference we pay 
To men that liv’d long fmee, our paiTage Hay ? 
What odd, prepoHerous paths at fidl we tread. 
And learn to walk by Humbling on the dead I 
FirH we a bleffing from the grave implore, 
Worfhip old uins, and monuments adore! 

The reverend fage, with vaH eHeem, we prize: 
He liv’d long fiiice, and muft be wondrous wife ! 
Thus aie we debtois to the famous dead. 

For all thofe errors which their fancies bred : 
Errors indeed ^ for real knowledge Hay'd 
With thofe firH times, not farther was convey’d : 
While light opinions are much lower brought. 

For on the waves of ignorance they fioat: 

But folid truth fcarce ever gains the Hiore, 

So foon It links, and ne'er emerges more. 

Suppofe thofe many dreadful dangers paH; 

Will knowledge dawn, and blefs the mind, at laH f 
Ah ! no, 't IS now environ’d from our eyes. 

Hides all its charms, and undifcover’d lies i 
Truth, like a lingle point, efcapea the fight. 

And claims attention to perceive it nght ! 

But what refembles truth is foon defery’d. 

Spreads like a furface, and expanded wide I 


The 
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The jBrl! man rarely, very rarely finds 
The tedious fearch of long enquiring minds : 

But yet what worfe, we know not what we err; 
What mark does truth, what bright diflindion bear? 
How do wc know^ that what we know is true ? 

How fliail we faifehood fiy, and truth purfue ? 

Let none then here his certain knowledge boafi; 

^ r is all but probability at molt : 

This is the eafy purchafe of the mind ; 

The vulgar’s treafure, which we foon may find! 

But truth lies hid, and ere w^e can explore 
The glittering gem, our fiteting life is o'er, 

DIES NOVISSIMA: 

OR, THE 

LAST EPIPHANY. 

A PINDARIC ODE, ON CHRISTAS SECOND 
APPEARANCE, TO JUDGE THE WORLD. 

A dieu, ye toyilh reeds, that once could pleafe 
My foftex lips, and lull my cares to eafe : 

Be gone ; L '11 wafte no more vain hours with you : 
And, fmilmg Sylvia too, adieu. 

A brighter -power invokes my Mufe, 

And loftier thoughts and raptures does infufe. 

See, beckoning from yon cloud, he ftands, 

And promifes affifbnce with his hands : 

I feel 
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I feel the heavy-rolling God, 

Incumbent, revel in his frail abode. 

How my breaft heaves, and pulfes beat t 
I fink, I fink, beneath the furious heat : 

The weighty blifs overwhelms my breafl. 

And over-flowing joys profufelv w afle. 

Some nobler bard, O facred Power, infpire. 

Or foul more large, th' elapfes to receive ; 

And, brighter yet, to catch the fire. 

And each gay following charm from death to fave I 

In vain the fuit — ^the God inflames my breafl ; 

I rate, with extaiies opprefl : 

I rife, the mountains leflen, and retire ; 

And now I mix, unfmgkl, with elemental fire I 
The leading deity I have in view , 

Nor mortal knows, as yet, what wonders will enfue. 

We pafs^d through regions of unfullied light; 

I gaz’d, and ficken’d at the bhfsful fight ; 

A ihuddering palenefs feiz’d my look : 

At laft the pefl: flew off, and thus I fpoke ; 

Say, Sacred Guide, fhall this bright clime 
Survive the fatal tefl of time. 

Or penfh, with our mortal globe below. 

When yon fun no longer fhmes 

Straight I finifli’d' veiling low ; 

The vifionary power rejoins : 

’T is not for you to afk, nor mine to fay. 

The niceties of that tremendous day. 

K 4 


Know 
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Know, when o’er-jaded Time his round has run^ 
And finifh’d are the radiant journeys of the fun. 

The great decifive morn lhall rife. 

And Heaven's bright Judge appear in opening ikies! 
Eternal grace and jultice he "II beftow 
On all the trembling world below/" 

He faid. I mus’d ; and thus return’d : 

What enfigns, courteous ftranger, tell. 

Shall the brooding day reveal 

He anfwer’d mild 

Already, dupid with their crimes, 

** Blind mortals proflrate to their idols lie : 

Such were the boding times, 

£rc imn bladed from the fiuicy llcy ; 

DilTolv’d they lay in fulfome eafe, 

** And revei’d in luxuriant peace ; 

In bacchanals they did their hours confume. 

And bacchanals led oa. tiieir fwift advancing doom. ^ 

Adulteiate ChriHs already rife. 

And dare t’ affiiage the angry Ikies ; 

Erratic throngs their Saviour’s blood deny. 

And from the Crofs, alas I he does negleded figh ; 
The Anti-Chnftian Power has rais'd his Hydra head> 
And ruin, only lefs than jefus' health, does fpread. 

So long the goie through poifon’d veins has Sow’d,, 
That fcarceiy ranker is a fhry’s blood , 
yetfpccious artifice, and fair difguife. 

The monfier’s lhape, and cuifi dcfign, belies : 

A fiend’s- 
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A fiend’s black venorn^ in an angel’s mien. 

He quaffs, and fcatters, the contagious fpleen 
Straight, when he finifhes his lawlefs reign, 

Nature fhall paint the fhining fcene, L 

Quick as the lightning which infpires the train* J 

Forward confufion fhall provoke the fray. 

And nature fiom her ancient order ftray ; 

JBIack terapells, gathering from the feas around,, 

In horrid ranges fhall advance ; 

And, as they march, in thickeft fables drown’d. 

The rival thunder from the clouds fliall found. 

And lightnings join the fearful dance : 

The bluflcring armies o’er the fkies fhall fpread. 

And univerfal terror fhed , 

Loud iffuing peals, and riling fheets of fmoke, 

Ih’ encumber’d region of the air fhall choke ; 

The noify mam fhall lafh the fuf^enng fhore. 

And from the rocks tlie breaking billows roar! 

Black thunder burfls, blue lightning burns. 

And melting worlds to heaps of aQies turns i 
The forehs fliall beneath the tempefl bend. 

And ragged winds the nodding cedars rend* 

Reverfe all Nature’s web fliall run. 

And fpotlefs mifrule all around. 

Order, its fiying foe, confound j 
WhilH; backward all the threads fhall liafle to be unlpun. 
Triumphant Chaos, with his oblique wand, 

(The wand with which, ere time begun. 

His 
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His wandering flaves he did command. 

And made them fcamper right, and in rude ranges luti) 
The hoftiie harmony fliali chace ; 

And as the nymph refigns her place. 

And panting to the neighbouring refuge flies. 

The formlefs ruffian daughters with his eyes. 

And following florms the pearching dame’s retreat. 
Adding the terror of his threat ; 

The globe fhall faintly tremble round, 

And backward jolt, diftorted with the wound* 

Swath’d in fubftantial fhrowds of night. 

The fickening fun fhall from the world retire. 

Stripp’d of his dazzling robes of Are ,• 

Which dangling, once, fhed round a lavifh flood of light! 
No frail eclipfe, but all eflential fliade. 

Not yielding to primseval gloom, 

Whilft day was yet an embryo in the womb ; 

Nor glimmering in its fource, with filver flreamers 
play’d, 

A jetty mixture of the darknefs fpread 
O’er murmuring ^Egypt’s head ; 

And that which angels drew 
O’er Nature’s face, when Jefus died ; 

Which fleeping ghofts for this miftook. 

And, nfing, off their hanging funerals fhook. 

And fleeting pafs’d expos’d their bloodlefs breafl: to 
view. 

Yet find it not fo dark, and to their dormitories glide. 

Now 
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Now bolder fires appear. 

And o’er the palpable obfcurement fport. 

Glaring and gay as falling Lucifer, 

Yet mark’d with fate, as when he fled th^ tedierial 
court. 

And plung’d mto the opening gulph of night ; 

A fabre of immortal flame I bore. 

And, with this arm, his flourifhing plume I tore^ 
And ftiaight the fiend retreated from the fight. 

Mean time the lambient prodigies on high 
Take gamefome meafures in the ficy , 

Joy’d with his future feaft, the thunder roars 
In chorus to th’ enormous harmony , 

And holloo’s to his offspring from fulphureous llores s 
Applauding how they tilt, and how they fiy. 

And their each nimble turn, and radiant embafiy. 

The moon turns paler at the fight. 

And all the blazing orbs deny their light ; 

The lightning with its livid tail, 

A tram of glittering terrors draws behind. 

Which o’er the trembling world prevail ; 

Wing’d and blown on by fiorms of wind, 

TJhey Ihew the hideous leaps on either hand. 

Of Night, that fpreads her ebon curtains round. 

And there ere<fts her royal Hand, 

In feven-fdd winding jet her confeious temples bounds 

The ftars, next ftarting from their fpheres. 

In giddy re\olution8 leap and bounds 


Whim 
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Whilfi this with doubtful fury glares. 

And meditate new wars, 

And wheels in fporme gvres around. 

Its neighbour fhall advance fight; 

And while each offers to enlarge - • s right, 
llie general rum fhali increafi , 

And banifli all the votanes of peace. 

No more the flats, with pclei beams. 

Shall tremble o’er the midnight fereams, 

Eut travel downward to behold 
What mimics them fo twinkling there • 

And, like NarcifTus, as they gain more near* 

E'er the lov’d image flraight expire. 

And agonize in warm dcfiie. 

Or flake their lull, as in the flream they roH* 

Whilfl the world burns, and all the oibs below 
In their viperous ruins glow. 

They fink, and unfupported leave the fkies. 

Which fall abrupt, and tell their torment in the 
noife. 

Then fee th’ Almighty Judge, fedate and bright, 
Cloath’d in imperial robes of light ! 

His wings the wind, rough flerras the chariot bear. 
And nimble harbingers before him fly, 

And with officious ludenefs brufh the air; 

Halt as he halts, then doubling in their flight. 

In horrid fport with one another vie. 

And leave behind quick-winding trads of light j 
Then urgmg, to their ranks they clofe. 

And fhivering, M tliey flart, a failing caravan compose. 

The 
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The Mighty Judge rides in tcinpefliiou& ftate 
Whilft mighty guards his orders wait; 

His waving 1 eftments fhine 
Bright as the fon, which lately did its beam refign. 
And bumiih’d wreaths of light Ihall make his form 
divine* 

Strong beams of majefty around his temples play. 
And the tranfeendent gaiety of his face allay : 

His Father’s reverend charadiers he ’ll wear. 

And both overwhelm with light, and over -awe with 
fear. 

Myriads of angels fhall Ije there. 

And I, perhaps, clofe the tremendous rear; 
Angels, the firft and fairei^ fons of day. 

Clad with eternal youth, and as their veftments gay. 

Nor for magnif cence alone. 

To brighten and enlarge the pageant feene. 

Shall we encircle his more dazzling throne. 

And fwell the luflre of his pompous tram ; 

The nimble mmifters of blifs or woe 

We lhail attend, and fave, or deal the blow. 

As he admits to joy, or bids to pain. 

The welcome news 

Through every Angef^ breaft frelh rapture ihall dlffufe* 
The day is come. 

When Satan with his powers Ihall fink to endlefs doom. 
No more fhall we his hoMe troops purfue 
Ixom cloud to cloud, nor the long fight renew. 
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Then Raphael, big with life, the trump fliall found,». 
From falling fpheres the joyful mafic fliall rebound. 
And fcas and fhores ihali catch and piopagate it round : 
Louder he dl blow, and it (hall fpcak more faiiil, 
Than when, fiorn SinaFs hill. 

In thunder through the horrid reddening fmokc, 

^ Th’ Almighty fpoke, 

Wc dl fliout around with martial joy. 

And thrice the vaulted kies fl.all rend, and thrice our 
fhouts reply. 

Then firO: th' ArchangeFs voice, aloud. 

Shall chearfully falute the day and throng. 

And Hallelujah fill the croud , 

And I, perhaps, fliall ciofc the fong. 

From its long deep all human race fhall nfe. 

And fee the morn and Judge advancing in the fkzes : 

To their old tenements die fouls return, 

Whilft down the deep of Heatcn as fwift the Judge de- 
feends i 

Thefe look illuflrious bright, no more to- mourn : 
Whilft, fee, diltra'fled looks yon talking fhadca attend. 
The faints no more fhall ccnfli(!:l: on the deep. 

Nor rugged waves infult the labouring fhip ; 

But from the wreck in triumph they arife. 

And borne to Uifs Ikall tread empyreal fkies. 


C 0 N- 
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TO MR. EDWARD HOWARD, 

ON HIS 

INCOMBARABLE, INCOMPREHENSIBLE POEM» 
CA-LLED THE BRITISH PRINCES* 


C OME on, ye Critics, £nd one fault who dares j 
For read it backward, like a witches piayers, 

^ Twill do as well ; tliiow not away youi jeits 
On folid nonfenfe that abides all tefts. 

Wit, like tierce-claret, when 't begins to 
Negledied lies, and 's of no ufe at all. 

But, in its full perfe(fHon of decay. 

Turns vinegar, and comes again in play. 

Thou hail a brain, fuch as it is indeed; 

On what elfe fhould thy worm of fancy feed ? 

Yet in a filbert I have often known 
Maggots furvive, when all the kernel 's gone. 

This fimile lhall Hand in thy defence, 

’Gainfl thofe dull rogues who now and then write fenfe» 
Thy Hyle ’s the fame, w’-hatever be thy theme. 

As forae digefiions turn ail meat to phlegm : 

They lye, dear Ned, who fay thy brain is barren. 
Where deep conceits, like maggots, breed in carrion# 

1 hy Humbling foundered jade can trot as high 
As any other Pegafus can fiy : 




So 
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So the dull eel moves nimbler in the mud^ 

Than all the fwift-fmn’d racers of the flood. 

As fkilful divers to the bottom fall 
Sooner than thofe who cannot fwim at all ; 

So in this way of writing, without thinUng, 

Thou haft a ftrange alacrity in linking. 

Thou writ'fl below ev'n thy own natural parts, i 
And with acquir’d dulnefs and new arts I 

Of ftudy*d nonfenfe, tak’fl kind readers hearts. J 
Therefore, dear Ned, at my advice, forbear n 
Such loud complaints 'gainfl Critics to prefer, I 
Since thou art turn’d an arrant libeller ; J 

Thou fett’ll thy name to what thyfelf dofl: write 5 
Did ever libel yet fo fharply bite I 

TO THE SAME. 

ON niS PLAYS. 

T^HOU damnM Antipodes to common-fenfe. 

Thou foil to Flecknoe, pr’ytliee tell from whence 
Does all this mighty flock of dulnefs fpring ? 

Is it thy own, or haft it from Snow-hiU, 

Affifled by fome ballad-making quill ? 

Ko, they fly higher yet, thy plays are fiich, 
rd fwear they were tranflated out of Dutch. 

Fain would I know what diet thou dofl keep. 

If thou dofl always, or dofl never fleep ? 

Sure hafty-pudding is thy chiefeft dilh, 

With bullock’s liver, or fome ftinking fifh : 

Garbage, 
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Garbage, ox-cbeeks, and tripes, do feaft thy brain. 
Which nobly pays this tribute back again. 

With daify-roots thy dwarHlli Mufe is fed, 

A giant'b body with a pigmy^s head. 

Canii thou not lind, among thy numerous lace 
Of kindred, one to tell thee that thy plays 
Are laught at by the pit, box, galleries, nay, flage ? 
Think on 't a while, and thou wilt quickly find 
Thy body made for labour, not thy mind* 

No other ufe of paper thou OiouldH make 
Than carrying loads and reams upon thy back.. 

Carry vail burdens till thy fnoulders Ihrink, 

But cuill be he that gives thee pen and ink : 

Such dangerous weapons iliould be kept from fools. 

As nurfes frciin their children keep edg'd tools ; 

For thy dull fancy a muckiader is fit 
To wipe the ilabbenngs of thy fnotty wit : 

And though ’tis late if juftice could be found. 

Thy plays like blind-born puppies Ihould be drown ’d*. 
For were it not that we refpedt afford 
Unto the fon of an heroic lord. 

Thine in the duckmg-ftooi ihould take her feats, 

Dreil like herfelf in a great chair of ilate 
Where like a Mufe of quality ihe'd die, 1 

And thou tk^ felf fhalt make her elegy, > 

lu the fame Hrain thou writ’il thy comedy,. J 


1^3 


TO 
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TO SIR THOMAS ST. SERFE, 

O It THE 

PRTNTIKG HIS PlAY CALLED TAUUGO^'S WJLES/^ 

1668. 

T A RU G O gave us wonder and delight. 

When he oblig'd the world by candle-light : 

But now he's ventui'd on the face of day, 

T' oblige and ferve his friends a nobler way ; 

Make all our old men wits, ftatefmen, the young : 
And teach ev'n Enghlhmen the Englifli tongue. 

James, on whofe reign all peaceful Hars did fmile. 
Did hut attempt th’ uniting of our ifle. 

What kings, and Nature, only could defign. 

Shall be accomplilh'd by this work of thine. 

For, who is fuch a Cockney in his heart. 

Proud of the plenty of the fouthern parr. 

To fcorn that union, by which we may 
Boaft 'twas his countryman that writ this play ? 

Fhcebus himfelf, indulgent to my Mufe, 

Has to the country fent this kind excufe ; 

Fair Northern Lafs, it is not through neglect 
I court thee at a diftance, but refpcdj 
I cannot a<5l, my palTion is fo great. 

But I'll make up in light what wants in heat ; 


On 
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On thee I will bellow my longeft days. 

And crown thy fons with e\erialling bays : 

My beams that reach thcc diail employ their powers 
To ripen fouls of men, not fruits oi flowers. 

Let warmer climes my fading favouis boafl. 

Poets and flars ihine bnghteil in the fioll. 


EPILOGUE TO MOLIERE^S TARTUFFE, 

TRANSLATFD BY MR. MCDBURKL. 
SPOKEN BY TARTUFFX. 

M A N Y have been the vain attempts of wir, 
Againll the ihll prevailing Inpocxite : 

Once, and but once, a poet got the day. 

And vanqiuih'd Bufy in a puppet-play; 

And Bufy, rallying, arm’d with zeal and rage, 

Foflefs'd the pulpit, and puIFd down the lUge. 

To laugh at Engljlh knaves is dangerous then, 

Willie Englilh fools wjJi think them honefl men : 

But fure no zealous brother can deny us 
Free leave with this our Monfieur Ananias : 

A man may fay, without being called an AtheiH, 

Theie are damn’d rogues among the French and Papill, 
That fix falvation to fhort band and hair. 

That belch and fnufiie to prolong a prayer ; 

That life ‘‘ onjoy the Creature,^’ to exprefs 
Plain whoring, gluttony, and diunkennefs ; 

L 4 And, 
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And, in a decent way, perform them too 
As well, nay better far, perhaps, than you. 
Whofe flelhly failings are but fornication, 

We godly phrafe it gofpei-propagation,*' 
Juft as rebellion was call’d reformation. 

Zeal ftands but fentry at the gate of fin, 
Whilft all that have the word pafs freely in : 
Silent, and in the dark, for fear of fpies. 

We march, and take Damnation by furpnze. 
There ’s not a roaring blade in all this town 
Can go fo far tow’ards hell for half a crown 
As I for fix pence, for I know the way ; 

For want of guides, men are too apt to ftray 
Therefore give ear to what I fhall advife. 

Let every marry’d man that 's grave and wife 
Take a Tartufie of known ability. 

To teach and to increafe his family 5 
Who fhall fo fettle lafting reformation, 

Firft get his fon, then give him education* 
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epilogue, 

ON THE 

SIEVIVAL OF BEN JONSOn’s PLAY, CALLEI^ 
** EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR.’* 

I NTREATY jQiall not ferve, nor violence. 

To make me fpeak in fach a play's defence ; 

A play, where wit and humour do agree 
To break all pra^l:is'd laws of Comedy. 

The fcene (what more abfurdi) in England lies. 

No gods defcend, nor dancing devils rife ; 

No captive prince from unknown country brought. 

No battle, nay, there ’s fcarce a duel fought : 

And fomething yet more Iharply might be faid. 

But I confidei the poor author's dead : 

Let that be his excufe — now for our own. 

Why, — faith, in my opinion, we need none. 

The parts were fitted well ; but feme will lay. 

Pox on them, rogues, what made them choofe this play f 
I do not doubt but you will credit me. 

It was not choice but mere necefiity : 

To all our writing friends, in town, wc fent,, 

But not a wit durfi venture out in Lent ; 

Have patience but till Eafier-term, and then. 

You fhall ha\e Jigg and hobby-horfe again. 


Pierces 
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Here Mr. Matthew, our domeftic wit 
Does promife one o' th' ten plays he has writ : 

But fmce great bribes weigh nothing with the jail-. 
Know, we have merits, and to them we trull. 
When any fails, or holidays, defer 
The public labours of the theatre. 

We ride not forth, although the day be fair. 

On ambling tit, to take the fuburb air; 

But with our authors meet, and fpend that time 
To make up quarrels between fenfe and rhyme. 
Wednefdays and Fridays conflantly we fate. 

Till after many a long and free debate. 

For diverfe weighty reafons 't was thought fit, 
Unruly fenfe fhould fiill to ihyme fubmit : 

This, the moll wholefome law we ever made. 

So firidly in his epilogue obey'd, 

Sure no man here will ever dare to brea k- *- - "" 
[Enter Jo NS on’s Ghoil.j 
dold, and give way, for I myfelf will fpeak ; 

2m you encourage fo much infolence, 
knd add new faults ftiil to the great ofience, 

^our anceftors fo raftily did commit, 
igainft the mighty powers of art and wit ? 

/hen they condemn’d thofe noble works of mine, 
sjanus, and my beft-lov’d Catiline, 
epent, or on your guilty heads fhall fall 
he curfe of many a rhyming paftoral. 
he three bold Beauchamps fhall revive again, 
id with the London ’prentice conquer Spain. 

^ Matthew Me<ibourj3, an eminent a^or# 


All 
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All the dull follies of the former age. 

Shall find appkufe on this coriupted flage. 

But if you pay the great arrears of praife, 

'So long fince due to my much-injur’d plays. 
From all paft crimes I firft will fet you free, 

And then infpire fome one to write like me, 

SONG, 

WRITTEN AT SEA, IN THE FIRST DUTCH WAR, 
THE NIOHT BEFORE AN ENGAGEMENT, 


I. 

T O all you ladies now at land. 
We men, at fea, indite , 

But firft would have you underftand. 
How hard it is to write ; 

The Mufes now, and Neptune too. 
We muft implore to write to you. 
With a fa, la, la, la, la. 


II. 

For though the Mufes fhould prove kind. 
And fill our empty brain ; 

Yet if rough Neptune rouze the wind. 
To wave the azure mam. 

Our paper, pen, and ink, and we. 

Roll up and down our £hips at fea. 

With a fa, (Src. 


Ill, Tto 
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III. 

Then if we wiite not by each pofl. 

Think not we are unkind , 

Nor yet conclude our Ihips are loll. 

By Dutchmen, or by wind : 

Our tears wt ’ll fend a fpeedier way,, 

The tide (hall bring them twice a-day. 

With a fa, &c, 

IV. 

The king, with wonder and furprife* 

Will fu ear the feas grow bold ; 

Becaufe the tides will higher rife. 

Than e’er they us’d of old : 

But let him know, it is our tears 
Bring floods of grief to Whitehall flairso ' 
With a fa, 

V. 

Should foggy Opdam chance to know* 

Our fad and difmal ftory ; 

The Dutch would fcorn fo weak a foe. 

And quit their fort at Goree ; 

For what reliflance can they find 
From men who ’ve left their hearts behind I 
With a fa, &c. 

vr. 

Let wind and weather do its- worl!. 

Be you to us but kind , 

Let Dutchmen vapour, Spaniards curfe. 

No foxrow we ihall find : 

^Tis then no matter how things go, 

Oi who our friend, or who ’s our foe, 

With a fa, \TI. To 
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HI 


VII. 

To pafs oui tedious hours away. 

We throw a merry main ; 

Or elfe at ferious ombre play; 

But, why fhouid we in vain 
Each other*s rum thus purfue ^ 

We were undone when we left you. 

With a fa, 

VIII. 

But now our fears tempe^uous grow. 

And call our hopes away ; 

Whim you, regardlefs of our woe. 

Sit carelefs at a play : 

Perhaps, permit fome happier man 
To kifs your hand, or flirt your fan. 
With a fa, 

IX, 

When any mournful tune you hear, 

That dies in every note ,■ 

As if It figh’d with each man’s care. 

For being fo remote ; 

Think how often love we ’ve made 
To you, when all thofe tunes were play’d. 
With a fa, &c. 

X, 

In jiiftice you cannot refufe. 

To think of our diftrefs; 

When we for hopes of honour lofe 
Our certain happinefs , 

All thofe defigns are but to prove 
Ourfelves more worthy of your love. 

With a fa, &c. 


XL And 
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XL 

And now we ^'e told you all our love& 

And likewife all our fears ; 

In hopes this declaration moves 
Some pity from, your tears ; 

Let ’s hear of no inconHancy, 

We ha\ e too much of that at fea* 

With a fa>, la, la, la, la* 

m THE CQITNTE&S OF DORCHESTER,. 

MISTRESS TO i&ING 1 AM.ES THE SECOND, 16.S0. 

I* 

^"^ELL me, Donnda, why fo gay, 

A Why fiich embroidery, fringe, and lace I 
Can any dreffes find a way. 

To ftop th’ approaches of decay. 

And mend a ruin'd face } 

IE 

Wilt thou ftiil fparkk in the box. 

Still ogle in the ring ? 

Canit thou forget thy age and pox ? 

Can all that ihines on (hells and rocks 
Make thee a fine young tiling I 
III. 

So have I feen in larder dark 
Of veal a lucid loin ; 

Replete with many a brilliant fpark. 

As wife philofophers remark. 

At once both dink and (bine* 


ON 
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ON THE SAME. 

I. 

P ROUD with the fpoils of royal culhv 
With falfe pretence to wit and parts^ 

She fwaggers like a batter’d bully. 

To try the tempers of mens hearts, 

II. 

Though Ihe appear as glittering fine. 

As gems, and jetts, and paint, can make her % 
She ne’er can win a breafi: like mine 5 
The devil and Sir David * take her* 

KNOTTING. 

A t noon, in a funfhiny day. 

The brighter lady of the May, 

"Yoang Chloris innocent and gay. 

Sat knotting in a lhade : 

Each flender finger play’d its part. 

With fuch adivity and art. 

As would inflame a youthful heart. 

And warm the mofl decay’d. 

Her fa' ounte fwain, by chance, came by. 

He faw no anger in her -eye , 

Yet when the baMul boy drew mgh. 

She would have feera’d afraid, 

« Sir David Coljjearj lats Eail of PortmoK^ 

She 
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She let her ivoiy needle fall. 

And hurl'd away the twifled ball : 

But llraight gave Strephon fuch a call. 

As would have rais'd the dead* 

Dear gentle youth, is none but thee ? 
With innocence I dare be free ; 

By fo much truth and modefty 
No nymph was e'er betray'd. 

Come lean thy head upon my lap ; 

While thy fmooth cheeks I ftroke and clap. 
Thou may'ft fecurely take a nap ; 

Which he, poor fool, obey'd. 

She faw him yawn, and heard him fnore. 
And found him faft afleep all o*er. 

She figh’d, and could endure no more, 

But flarting up, Ihe faid. 

Such virtue fhall rewarded be : 

For this thy dull fidelity, 

I 'll truft you with my flocks, not me, 

Purfue thy grazing trade ; 

Go, milk thy goats, and {hear thy Iheep, 
And watch all night thy flocks to keep ; 
Thou Ibalt no more be lull'd afleep 
By me miflaken maid. 


THE 
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THE ANTIQ^UATED COQ^UET, 

A SATIRE ON A LADY OF IRELANDS 

P HYLLIS, if you will not agree. 

To give me back my liberty ; 

In fpite of you, I muft regain 
My lofs of time, and break your chain* 

You were miftaken, if you thought 
I was fo grofsly to be caught ; 

Or that I was fo blindly bred. 

As not to be m woman read. 

Perhaps you took me for a fool, 

Defign'd alone your fax’s tool ; 

Nay, you might think fo mad a thing. 

That, with a little falhioning, 

I might in time, for your dear fake. 

That monger call’d a hufband make ; 

Perhaps I might, had I not found 
One darling vice in }^ou abound; 

A vice to me, which e’er will prove 
An antidote to banifh love. 

O ! I could better bear an old. 

Ugly, difeas’d, miLlhapen fcold. 

Or one who games, or will be drunk, 

A fool, a fpendthrift, bawd, or punk. 

Than one at all who wildly flies, ^ 

And, with foft, afkmg, giving eyes, 

♦ Suppofed to ht of the name of Claabraail* 

VoL. xvn, M 
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And tlioufand other wanton arts. 

So meanly trades in begging hearts. 

How might fuch \\ ondrous charms perplex. 

Give chains, or death, to ail our fex. 

Hid fhe not fo unwifely fet. 

For every fluttering fool her net ! 

So poorly proud of vulgar praife. 

Her very look her thoughts betrays ; 

She never flays till we begin. 

But beckons us herfelf to fin. 

Ere we can alk, fhe cries confent, ^ 

So quick hei yielding looks are fent, I 

They hope forellal, and ev’n dcfire prevent. J 

But Nature’s turn’d when women woo, 

We hate in them what we fhould do ; 

Defire ’s afleep, and cannot wake. 

When women fuch advances make : 

Both time and charms thus Phyllis wafles. 

Since each mull fuifeit ere he laftes. 

Nothing efcapes her wandering eyes, 

No one fhe thinks too mean a prize ; 

Ev’n Lynch the lag of human kind. 

Neared to biutes by God defign’d. 

May boafl: the fmiies of this coquet. 

As much as any man of wit. 

The figns hang thinner in the Strand, 

The Dutch fcaice more infefl the land. 

Though Egypt’s locufls they outvie, 

In number and voiacity. 

* A notoiious dcbanchee. 

Whores 
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Whores are not half fo plenty found. 

In play-houfe, or that hallow'd ground 
Of Tempk-walks, or Whetftone's-park ; 

CarefTes lefs abound in Spaik 

Then with kind looks for all who come. 

At bawdy-houfe, the Drawing-room ; 

But all in Tain fhe throws her darts. 

They hit, but cannot hurt our hearts : 

Age has ener?'d her charms fo much. 

That fearlefs all her eyes approach ; 

Each her autumnal face degrades 
With Reverend Mother of the Maids V* 

But his ill-natui'd to run on. 

Forgetting what her charms have done; 

To Tcagueland v/e this beauty owe, 

1 eagueknd her earlieil charms did know ; 

1 neie Bril her tyrant beauties reign’d ; 

'Uliere'er fhe look'd, ?ne conqueft gaiuhL 
No heait the glances could lepel. 

Tile Teagues in flioals before her fell ; 

And tiottmg bogs w’as all the art. 

The found had lefc to fave his heart. 

She kill’d fo fail, by my falration. 

She near difpeopled ha'f the nation : 

Though file, good foul, to fave took care 
All, all flic could from fad defpair. 

From tiicnee ihe hither came to prove 
If y&t her charms could kindle love : 


^ Elkabeth Spark, a noted courtezan® 

M 3 
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Bur^ ah 1 it was too late to try, 

For Spring was gone, and Winter nigh : 

Yet though her eyes fuch conquefts made, | 

That they were fhunn'd, or elfc obey'd, ‘ 

Yet now her charms are fo decay'd. 

She thanks each coxcomb that will deign 
To praife her face, and wear her chain. 

So fome old foldier, who had done 
Wonders in youth, and battles won. 

When feeble years his ftrength depofe. 

That he too weak to vanquifh grows. 

With mangled face and wooden leg. 

Reduc'd about for alms to beg, 

O'erjoy'd, a thoufand thanks beflows 
On him who but a farthing throws* 

SONG 

•TO CHLORIS, PHOM THE BLIND ARCHEK/^* 


I. 

A h l Cliloris, 'tis time to difarm your bright eyes. 
And lay by thofe terrible glances ; 

We live in an age that 's more civil and wife. 

Than to follow the rules of romances* 

JI. 

When once your round bubbles begin but to pout. 
They '11 allow you no long time of courting ; 

And you '11 find it a very hard talk to hold out 5 
Fox an maidens are mortal at fourteen. 


SONG 



C I 


SONG. 

I. 

M e THINKS the poor town has been troubled 
too long. 

With Phyllis and Chlorls in every fong. 

By fools, who at once can both love and defpair^ 

And will never leave calling them cruel and fair ; 
Which juftly provokes me 'in rhyme to exprefs 
The truth that I know of bonny Black Befs. 

11 . 

This Befs of my heart, this Befs of my foul. 

Has a fkin white as milk, and hair as black as a coal ; 
She 's plump, yet with eafe you may fpan round her waiil. 
But her round fwelling thighs can fcarce be embraced ; 
Her belly is foft, not a word of the reft ; 

But I know what I think, when I drink to the beft. 

IIL 

The plowman and Tquire, the arranter clown. 

At home ftie fubdued in her paragon gown ; 

But now ftie adorns both the boxes and pit. 

And the proudeft town gallants are forc’d to fubmit ; 

All hearts fall a-leaping wherever fhe comes. 

And beat day and night, like my Lord Craven’s drums. 
IV. 

I dare not permit her to come to Whitehall, 

For ftie ’d out-ftiine the ladies, paint, jewels, and all t 
If a lord ftiould but whifper his love m the ciowd. 

She ’d fell him a bargain, and laugh out aloud ; 

M 3 
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Then the Queen^ overhearing what Betty did fayj, 
Would fend IMr. Roper to take her away,^ 

V. 

But to thofe that have had my dear Befs in their armSj» 
She ’s gentle, and know s how to foften her charms 5 
And to e\ cry beauty can add a new grace. 

Having learn’d hmv to lifp, and to trip in her pace ; 
And with head on one fide, and a languifhing cye^ 

To kill us by looking as if ihe would dic« 

SONG, 


I. 

M A Y the ambitious ever find 
Succefs in crowds and noxfcj, 

While gentle love does fill my mind 
With filent real joys ! 

ir. 

May knaves and fools grow rich and great. 
And the world think them wife. 

While I he dying at hei feet. 

And all the world defpife. 

III. 

Let conquering kings new triumphs raife. 
And melt in Court delights ; 

Her eyes can give much brighter days> 

Her arms much fofter nights. 


A FRENCH 
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A FRENCH SONG PARAPHRASED. 

I N gray-hanVl C.^'lia’s wither'd arms 
As mighty Lewis lay^ 

She ciy'd. If I ha've any charms. 

My dearefl:, let 's away. 

For you, my Lo\e, is all my feai ! 

Hark ! how the drums do rattle ! 

Alas, Sir I what Ihould you do here 
In dreadful day of battle ? 

Let little Orange {lay and fight. 

For danger 's his diverhon ; 

The wife will think you m the right. 

Not to expofe your perfon ; 

Nor vex your thoughts how to repair 
The rums of your glory , 

You ought to leave fo mean a care 
To thofe who pen your flory. 

Aie not Boileau and Corneille paid 
For panegyric writing ? 

They know how heroes may be made. 

Without the help of fighting. 

When foes too faucily approach, 

"Tis befl to leave them fairly : 

Put fix good hojfes to your coach. 

And carry me to Marly. 

M 4 
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Let Bouflers> to fecure your fame. 

Go take fome town or buy it ; 

Whilft you, great Sir, at Notre Dame, 
Te Deum fing in quiet, 

SONG, 

P HYLLIS, the faireft of Lovers foes. 
Though fiercer than a dragon, 

Phyllis, that fcorn'd the powder'd beaux. 
What has Ihe now to brag on ? 

So long fhe kept her legs fo clofe. 

Till they had fcarce a rag on, 

CompcH’d through want, this wretched maid 
Did fad complaints begin ; 

Which furly Strephon hearing, faid, 

It was both fhame and fin. 

To pity fuch a lazy jade. 

As will neither play nor fpin. 


SONG, 

D ORINDA’s fparkling wit and eyes. 
United, caft too fierce a light. 
Which blazes high, but quickly dies. 

Pains not the heart, but hurts the fight. 


Lc 



A SONG. 

Lore IS a calmer gentler joy. 

Smooth are his looks^ and foft his pacej 
Ifer Cupid is a black-guard boj. 

That runs his link full in your face. 

SONG. 

S YLVIA, methinks you are unfit 
For your great lord^s embrace ; 

For though we all allow you wit. 

We can 't a handfome face. 

Then where the pleafure, where 's the good. 
Of fpending time and cofi: ? 

For if your wit be n't underftood. 

Your keeper's blifs is loft. 

SONG. 


I. 

P HYLLIS, for lhame let us improve 
A thoufand difterent ways, 

Thofe few fhort moments fnatch’d by love. 
From many tedious days. 

II. 

If you want courage to defpife 
The cenfure of the grave. 

Though Lovers a tyrant in your eyes. 

Your Leak is but a Have, 


169 
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170 D O R S E T’S POEMS. 

III. 

My Io\ c is fuIT of noble pride> 

Nor can it e’er fubniit, 

To let that fop, Difcrction, ride 
In triumph over it. 

IV. 

Falfe friends I have, as well as you^, 
Who daily counfel me 
Fame and Ambition to purfue, 

And leave off loving thee. 

V. 

But when the leaft regard I (hew 
To fools who thus advife. 

May I be dull enough to grow 
Moft miferably wife I 

S O N G« 

I. 

C O R y D O N beneath a willow. 

By a murmuring current laid. 
His arm reclin’d, the lover’s pillow. 
Thus addrefs’d the charming maid® 

11 . 

0 1 my SacharifTa tell 

How could Nature take delight 
That a heart fo hard Chould dwell 
In a frame fo foft and white* 


HI. Co 
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III. 

Could you feel but half the anguifh^ 
Half the tortures that I bear. 
How for you I daily languiih. 

You ’d be kind as you are fair. 


IV. 

See the fire that in me reigns, 

0 1 behold a burning man ; 

Think I feel my dying pains. 

And be cruel if you can. 

V. 

With her conquefl pleas'd, the dame 
Ciy'd, with an infulting look. 

Yes, I fam would quench your flame; 
She fpoke, and pointed to the brook. 


C ON« 
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ON THE MARRIAGE OF 

GE^R6E''I>RIisrCE OF DENMARK. 

N D t' H E-'L-iA D'’'KJ A n N E 

C lrcumvol.a'ajp.^i hlsi>n^ (Jupidinum 
Hue Mater axes fieftat'eburneos, 

Dum f^vientis fiagra dextrse 
ebr ohife '•mol: aantti gltimirs* 

Seu, ne jugaleslieiir nTmi'tm'pigro©' 

Damnent A mantes, ocius, ocius 
Impelle curriim fortiori 
Remigio volitans Olorurn, 

J undura mannas Pelea Conjugi f , 

Senique j undam Cypnda Tioico^ 

From the Hymenceus Cantabrigienfis* Cantabrigice, 
« 1683 It IS reported,” fa>s Dr. Johnfon, that the ju- 
venile compofiticns of Stepney made gny authors hlitp- I 
know not whether his poems will appear fuch wondeis to the 
piefent age One cannot always eafily find the leafon for 
which the world has fomc times confpired to %jander praife. 
It IS not veiy unlikely that he wiote veiy early as well as he 
ever wiote, and the performances of youth have many la- 
vouiers.” The prefent poem is earlier than anyone by Stepney 
hitherto printed , and will therefore without doubt be accept- 
able to the pubhek. J. N. 

■f Mi Addifon has made a fine ufe of the fame allufion, In 
his beautiful veifes to Kneiier----- 

‘‘ The tioubled Ocean’s Queen 
Match’d with a Mortal, 5 sc.’* 

But he had the advantage of being able to add, 

^her Ihoi t-liv’d da ding fond’ J.Dukcomst* 

Delira 
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Delira ne jaflet vetullas, 

Connubio fuperata noflio : 

Illuflriori Hemmate legiam 
Ditabit aulam nobilior Paiens ; 

Virtu te et -^nean Nepotes, 

Viribus et fupeient Achillem* 

Quin bellicofic gloria CimLri-s, 

Nunc invidendae ipes, decus Anglia?, 

Ira, horror, et vultus minaces 
In Dominse tumulentur ulnis* 

Ceffate lites ; fpicula, machinre 
Dormite lethi ; libret et unicus, 

Prasbent puellae quas ocelli, 

Armiger innocuus fagittas ! 

Quam dulce vultu virgineo rubet 
Pandora! (quantum, dum rubet, alliciti) 
"i acetque, fed narrant vicillim 
Lumina luminibus calores* 

LiquifTet Evan Gnofida, floridam 
Tu, Phoebe, Daphnen hanc peteres magis: 
Nec non Tonantis pluma mend ax. 
Cornua feu tegerent amores, 

Lacasna nunquam damna modeftiae 
Tulilfet, Idas ii puer hue vagus 
Erriffet, ardentes videret 
Funere tergemino penates* 

Flammafque viles crederet Ihi* 

Mercede tali quis ftadium piger 
Fatale vitet ^ quis timeret 
Oenomai fremitum fequentis ? 


Te 
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Te prasda nullo parta periculo, 

Te gaza nuilis empta laboribus 
Expe(!:l:at ultro : fata, Pnnceps, 

Hgec mentis flatueie tantis. 

^tas ut aptis vernet amoribus, 

Blando fideles murmure turtures, 

Nexuque vites ardiori, et 
Bafiolis fuperate conchas. 

Cum dextra Coeli prodiga Carolum 
Ornarit omni dote, BritannicC 
Oblita, et haeredis futuri, 

Nec dederit fimilem aut fecundum ; 

Te, fpes ruentis fauftior imperi. 

Nomen beabit Patris araabile, 

Heroas illuftres datuium, 

Qui domitum moderentur orbem. 

Infans Parenti laudibus aemulus 
AlTurgat, annos diilimulans breves : 

Patns decorem mas \erendum, 

Matris et os referant Puellde. 

Georgius Stepney, 


VpL, XVIL 
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TO KING JAMES IL 

UPON HIS ACCESSION TO THE THRONE, 1684-5'* 

A S Vidors lofe the trouble they fuftain 

In greater trophies which the triumphs gain ; 
And martyrs, when the joyful crown is given. 

Forget the pain by which they purchas’d heaven : 

So when the Phoenix of our empire dy’d. 

And with a greater heir the empty throne fupply’d ; 
Your glory diflipates our mournful dew. 

And turns our grief ior Charles to joy for you, 
Myllenous fate, whofe one decree could prove 
The high extreme of cruelty and love ! 

May then no flight of a blafplieming Mufe, 

Thofe wife refolves of Providence accufe. 

Which eas’d our Atlas of his glorious weight. 

Since Wronger Heicules fupports the Hate. 

England no more lhall penfive thoughts employ* 

On him ihe 'as loH ; but him fhe has, enjoy. 

So Ariadne, w'hen her lover fled. 

And Bacchus honour’d the deferted bed. 

Ceas'd with her tears to raife the fweliing flood. 
Forgot her Thefeus, and embrac'd the god. 


On 
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On the University of Cambridge’s burning tile 
Duke of Monmouth’s Picture, 1685, who 

was formerly their Chancellor** ^In Anfwer to 

this Queflion, 

tc qyj^j 

Tuiba Remi ^ fequitm fortunam, ut iemper. Sc odit 
Damnatos •” 

Y es, fickle Cambridge, Perkins found this true 
Both fiom your rabble and your doiflors too. 
With what applaufe you once receiv’d his grace. 

And begg’d a copy of his godlike face ; 

But when the fige Vice Chancellor was furc 
The original in limbo lay fecure. 

As greafy as himfelf he fends a liCloi 
To vent his loyal malice on the pidtuie* 

The beadle’s wife endeavours all ihe can 
To fave the image of the tall young man. 

Which fhe fo oft when pregnant did embrace. 

That with flrong thoughts fhe might iinprm e her race 5 
But all in vam, fmee tile wife houfe confpire 
To damn the canvas traitor to the lire. 

Left it, like bones of Scanderbeg, incite 
Scythe-men next harveft to renew the fight. 

Then in comes mavor Eagle, and does gravely alledge^ 
He ’ll fubfenbe, if he can, for a bundle of Sedge ; 
But the man of Clare-hall that proffer refufes, 

^Snigs, he’ll be beholden to none but the Mufes ; 

N 2 And 
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And orders ten porters to bring the dull reams 
On the death of good Charles, and crowning of James ; 
And fwears he will borrow of the Plot oft more ftufF 
On the marriage of Anne, if that be n't enough. 

The heads, left he get all the profit t' himfdf. 

Too greedy of honour, too lavifh of pelf. 

This motion deny, and vote that Titc Tillet 
Should gather from each noble Dodlor a billet. 

The kindnefs was common, and fo they 'd return if, 
The gift was to all, all therefore would burn it: 

Thus joining their ftocks for a bonfire togethei. 

As they club for a chcefe in the parilli of Chcdder ; 
Confufedly crowd on the fophs and the doctors. 

The hangman, the townfmen, their wives, ai]^d the 
prodor^. 

While the troops from each part of the countries in ale 
Come to quaff his confulion in bumpers of ftale ; 

Put Rofalin, never unkind to a Duke, 

Does by her abfence their folly rebuke. 

The tender creature could not fee his fate, 

With whom file 'ad danc*d a minuet fo late. 

T4ie heads, who never could hope for fuch frames, 
Out of envy condemn'd fixfcore pounds to the flames. 
Then his air was too proud, and his features amifs. 

As if being a traitor had alter'd his phu : 

So the rabble of Rome, whofe favour ne'er fettles. 
Melt down their Sejanus to pots and brafs kettles. 


AN 
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AN E P I S T'L E 
TO CHARLES M.-^'^NTAGUE, E S Q^, 
AFTERW/UrO'S earl of HALIFAX. 

ON HIS MAJESTY'S VOYAGE TO HOLLAND* 
SIR, 

S INCE you oft invite me to renew 
Art I ’ve either loft, or never kncvv% 

Pleas’d my paft follies kindly to commend. 

And fondly lofe the ciitick in the Incnd , 

Though my warm } outh untiinelj be decaj ’d. 

From grave to dull infenftbly beti ay d, 

I ’ll contradidt the humour of the times, 

Inclin’d to bufinefs, and avtrfe to rhvmcs. 

And, to obey the man I love, in fpite 
Of the world s genius and my own, I ’ll write. 

But think not that I vainly do afpue 
To ri^ al what I only would admire. 

The heat and beauty of your manly thouglit. 

And force like that with which \ our hero fought ; 

Like Samfon’s riddle is that poweiful fong. 

Sweet as the honey, as the lion ftrong , 

The colours there fo artfully are laid. 

They fear no luftre, and they want no fliade ; 

But (hail of vanning a juft model give, 

While Boj'iic ftiaii how, and William’s glory live, 

N $ 
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Yet his every adl may well infufe 
Some happy u^^^ture m the liumbleft Mufe, 

Though mine defpjrs to reach the wondrous height,*] 
She prunes her pinions, ^q^er of the flight ; I 

The King 's the theme, and l Ve a fubjed's right. J 
When William's deeds, and refeued E«irope's joy. 

Do every tongue and every pen employ, 

®Tis to think treafon fure, to fhew no zeal. 

And not to write, is almoft to rebel. 

Let Albion then forgive her meaneft fon. 

Who would continue what her befl: begun ; 

Who, leaving conquefts and the pomp of war» 

Would ling the pious King's divided care ; 

How eagerly he flew, when Europe's fate 
Did for the feed of future adions wait ; 

And how two nations did with tranfport boafl. 

Which was belov'd, and lov'd the vidor moft : 

How joylul Belgia gratefully prepar'd 
Trophies and vows for her returning lord; 

How the fair ifle with it\al paffion flrove, 

How' by her forrow- fhe exprefs'd her lo^ e. 

When he withdrew from what his arm had freed. 

And how Ihe blefs'd his way, yet figh'd, and laid : 

Is it decreed my hero ne'er fliall reft. 

Ne'er be of me, and I of him poflefs'd ? 

Scaice had I met his virtue with my throne. 

By right, by merit, and by arms his own. 

But Ireland's freedom, and the war's alarms. 

Call'd him from me and his Maria's charms. 

Ogc- 
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0 generous prince, too prodigally kind ! 

Can the diffufive goodnefs of your mind I 

Be in no bounds, but of the world confin'd ? , 

Should finking nations fummon you away, 

Maria's love might juftify your ftay. 

Imperfedly the many vows are paid. 

Which for your fafety to the Gods weie made. 

While on the Boyne they labour'd to out-do 
Your zeal for Albion by their care for you ; 

When, too impatient of a glorious eafe. 

You tempt new dangers on the winter feas^ 

The Belgic fiate has refted long fecure 
Within the circle of thy guardian power ; 

Rear'd by thy care, that noble lion, grown 
Mature in ftrength, can range the woods alone j 
When to my arms they did the Prince refign, 

1 blefs'd the change, and thought him wholly mine 5 
Conceiv'd long hopes I jointly ihould obey 

His itronger, and Maria's gentle fway ; 

He fierce as thunder, flie as lightning bright $ 

One my defence, and t’othei my delight ; 

Yet go — where honour calls the hero, go : 

Nor let your eyes behold how mine do flow; 

Go meet your country's joy, your virtue’s due 5 
Receive their triumphs, and prepare for new ; 

Enlarge my empire, and let France aEoid 
The next large harvefi to thy profperous fword ; 

Again m Crecy let my arms be rear'd. 

And 0 er the continent Britannia fear'd ; 

N 4 
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While under Mary’s tutelary care. 

Far from the danger, or the noife of war. 

In honourable pleafure I polTefs 
The fpoiis of conqueft, and the charms of peace* 
As the great lamp by which the globe is blcfs'd, 
Conftant in toil, and ignorant of reft. 

Through diffeient regions does his courfe piirfiie. 
And leaves one world but to revise a new ; 

W hile, by a pleaftng change, the Queen of Night 
Ilelieves his luftre with a milder light : 

So when } our beams do diftant nations chcar. 

The partner of your crown ftull mount the fphere. 
Able alone my empire to fuftain. 

And carry on the glories of thy reign — 

But why has fate malicioiifty decreed, 

I'hat gieateft blcffings muft by turns fuccced ? 

Heie file lelented, and would mge his ftay 
By ail that fondnefs and that grief could fa} } 

But foon did her prefagmg thoughts employ 
On feenes of triumphs and returning joy. 

Thus, like the tide, while her iinconftant bieaft 
Was fw'eii’d with rapture, by dcfpair df'prcfs’dj^ 
Fate caii’d ; the hero muft his way puifue. 

And hex cries leften’d as the fhore withdrew. 

The winds were filent, and the gentle main 
Bore an sufpicious omen of his reign , 

When Neptune, owning whom thole Teas obey. 
Nodded, and bade the chearful I'ntons play. 

Each chofe a different fubjed for their laj s. 

But Orange was the burden of tlieii prau'e ; 


Soma 
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Some in their ftrains up to the fountain ran. 

From whence this ilream of virtue firft began : 

Others chofe heroes of a later date. 

And fung the ^ founder of the neighbouring ftate j 
How daringly he tyranny withflood. 

And feaPd his country's freedom with his blood ; 

Then to the two illuftrious f brethren came. 

The glorious n\ als of their fathers fame ; 

And to the ” 1 : youth, whofe pregnant hopes out-raa 
The fleps of time, and early fhetv'd the man , 

For whofe alliance monaichs did contend. 

And gave a daughter to fecure a fiiend. 

But as by Nature's law the Phoenix dies. 

That from its uin a ^nobler bird may rife. 

So fate oidain'd the § parent foon Ihould fet. 

To make the glories of lus hen compleat. 

At William's name each fill'd his local Ihell, 

And on the happy found rejoic’d to dwell . 

Some fung his birth, and how difcerning fate 
Sa\ 'd infant virtue agaiiift • 't'M I < ic ; 

Of poifonous fnalces by young Alcides quell'd. 

And palms that fpread the more, the more with-held. 
Some fung SeneTe, and early wonders done 
By the bold youth, himfelf a war alone. 

And how his firmer courage did oppofe 
His country's foreign and inteftxne foes , 

The lion he, who held then arrows cbfe. 

f Mauiice and Hemy* 

§ J4me& XL 



^ Wifliam. 
J ’Williann 


Others 
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Others fung Perfeus, and the injur’d maid, 

Hedeem’d by the wing’d \varnor’s timely aid ; 

Or in myfterious numbers did unfold 
-Sad modern truths wrapt up m tales of old; 

How Saturn, flulh’d with arbitrary power, 

Delign’d his lawful ifiiie to devour ; 

But Jo\e, referv’d for better fate, withflood 
The black contrivance of the doating god ; 

With arms he came, his guilty fathei fied, 

^Twas Italy fecur’d his frighted head. 

And by his flight rclign’d his empty throne 
And triple empire to his worthier fon. 

Then in one note their artful force they join. 
Eager to reach the viftor and the JBoyne; 

How on the wondering bank the hero flood, 

Laviflily bold and defperately good : 

Till late, dcfigning to convince the brave 
That they can dare no more than Heaven can fave. 
Let death approach, and yet withheld the Ihng, 
Wounded the man, djftmguifhing the King, 

I'hey had enlarg’d, but found the flrain too flrong. 
And in foft notes allay’d the bolder fong : 

Flow, gentle Boyne, they cry’d, and round thy bed 
For ever may viflorious wreaths be fpread ; 

No more may travellers defire to know 
Where Simois and Granicus did flow ; 

Nor Rubicon, a poor forgotten flream. 

Be or the foldier’s rant, or poet’s theme : 

AH waters fhall unite their fame in thee. 

Loft in thy waves, as thofe are in th^ fea. 


They 
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They breath'd afrcfh, uiwilllngto give o'er. 

And begg'd thick milts long to conceal the Ihore: 
Smooth was the liquid plain ; the lleeping wind. 

More to the fea, than to it's milter kind. 

Detain'd a treafure, which we ?alue more 
Than all the deep e'er hid, or waters bore. 

]But he, with a fuperior genius born. 

Treats chance with infolence, ind death with fcorn : 
Darknefs and ice in vain obltnd his way, 

Holland is near, and nature milt obey ; 

Charg'd with our hopes the bott fecurely rode. 

For Cgefar and his fortune wer? the load. 

With eager tranlport Belgiamet her fon. 

Yet trembling for the danger ie had run ; 

Till, certain of her joy, Ihe low'd her head, 

Confefs her Lord, blefs'd his leturn, and faid : 

If padion by long abfence daes improve. 

And makes that rapture, which before was love; 

Think on my old, my intermitted blifs. 

And by my former pleafure meafure this : 

Nor by thefe feeble pillars which I raife. 

Unequal to fultain the hero's praife. 

Too faint the colours, and too mean the art. 

To reprefen t your glqries, or my heart ; 

Thefe humble emblems are delign'd to Ihow, 

Not how we would reward, but what we ow^e* 

Here from your childhood take a Ihort review. 

How Holland's happinefs advanc'd with you ; 

How her flout vefTel did in triumph ride. 

And mock'd Jxer jftorms, while Orange was her guide. 
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What fince has been oar fate — need not fay, 

111 fuituig with the bdhngs of the day^ 

Our better fortune with our Prince was gone, 
Conqueft was only there where he led on. 

Like the Palladium, wherefoe'ei you go, 

Y ou turn all death and danger on the foe. 

In you we but too facily iinderftood 
Plow angels have their fpheres of doing good ; 
PJfc the fame foul whih did our troops polTefs, 
And cro\\n’d then da mg courage with fuccefs. 
Had taught our fleet to triumph o’er the mam. 
And i kurus had beer fllll a guiJtlefs plain. 

What pity his, ye Geds 1 an arm and mind 
Like youis Ihould be to time and place confiiPdl 
But thy return lb all oui kinder fate. 

For thee our councils^ thee our armies w^ait ; 
jDifcording Princes IhtU with thee combine. 

And center all their irterefls in tliine ; 

Proud of thy friendlhip, lhall forego their fwayv 
As Rome her gieat Dadator did obey ; 

And ail united make a Gordian knot,, 

Which neither craft lhall loofe, nor force fhall cut* 


a 
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ON THE LATE 

HORRID CONSPIRACY. 

T he* yoiitH whofe fortune the raft globe obey’d. 
Finding his f royal enemy betray’d. 

And in his chariot by J vile hands opprefs’d. 

With noble pity and juft rage poFefs’d, 

Wept at his fall from fo fublime a ftate. 

And by the traitor’s death reveng d the fate 
Of majefty profan’d — fo a(fted too 
The generous Coefar, when the Roman knew 
A § coward King had treacherouily ilam> 

** Whom fcarce he foil’d on the Pharfalian plain : 

The doom of his fam’d rival he bemoan’d. 

And the bafe author of the crime dethron’d. 

Such w,ere the virtuous maxims of the great. 

Free from the fervile arts of barbarous hate : 

They knew no foe but in the open held. 

And to their caufe and to the gods appeal’d. 

So William a<fts — and if his rivals dare 
Difpute his reign by arras, he ’ll meet them there. 
Where J-ove, as once on Ida, holds the fcale. 

And lets the good, the juft, and brave, prevail. 

Alexinder. f parius. J BofTuss 

§ Ptolemy* Pompey. 


TO 
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UPON THE DEATH OF HIS SON BEFORE L UXEME UR G 

H e ^5 gone ! and wzs it then by your decree, n 
Ye envious povters, that we fhould only fee I 
This copy of your own divinity ? J 

Or thought ye it furpaffing human ftate. 

To have a blefling laihng as ’t was great ? 

Your cruel Ikill you better ne'er had fliown,. 

Since you fo foon deiign'd him all your own. 

Such foftenng favours to the damn'd are given,. 

When, to mcreafe their hell, you Ihow them heaven®* 
"V^^as it too godlike,, lie fliould long inherit 
At once his father's and his uncle's fpirit ? 

Yet as much beauty,, and as calm a breaft. 

As the mild dame whofe teeming womb he blcft*. 

H' had all the favours Providence could give,, 

Except Its own prerogative to live ; 

Referv'd in pleafures, and in dangers bold,, 

Youthful in adion, and m prudence old ; 

His humble greatnefs, and fubmiffive ftate. 

Made his life full of wonder, as his fate ; 

One, who, to all the heights of learning bred,. 

Read books and men,, and practis'd what he read^ 
Round the wide globe fcarce did the bufy fun 
With greater hafte and greater luftre run. 

True gallantry and grandeur he defcry'd. 

From the French fopperies, and German pride. 

And^ 



TO THE EARL OF CARLISLE* 191 


And like the induftrious bee^ where’er he £ew. 
Gather’d the fweets which on fweet bloffoms grew* 
Babel’s confufed fpeeches on his tongue^ 

With a fweet harmony and concord hung* 

More countries than for Homer did conteft 
Do flrive who moft were by his prefence bleft» 

Nor did his wifdom damp his martial fire# 

Minerva both her portions did infpire, 

Ufe of the warlike bow and peaceful lyre. 

So Casfar doubly triumph’d when he wrote. 
Showing like wit, as valour when he fought* 

If God, as Plato taught, example takes 
From his own works, and fouls by^ patterns makes. 
Much of himfelf in him he did unfold. 

And caft them in his darling Sidney’s mold. 

Of too refin'd a fubfiauce to be old. 

Both did alike difdain an hero’s rage 
Should come like an inheritance by age. 
Ambitioufly did both confpire to twifi: 

Bays with the ivy, with their temples kill : 

Scorning to, wait the fiow advance of time. 

Both fell like early blofibms m their prime. 

By blind events, and Providence’s crime. 

Yet both, like Codrus, o’er their yielding foe> 
Obtain’d the conqueft, m their overthrow , 

And longer life do purchase by their death. 

In fame cornpleating what they want in breath. 

Oh 1 had kind fate firetch’d the contradled fpan. 

To the full glories of a pededi man ; 


And, 



I9Z STEPNEY’S POEMS. 

And, as he grew, could every rolling year 
A new addition to our wonder bear, 

H’ had paid to his illuftnous line that Hock 
Of ancient honour, which from thence he took* 
But oh I 

So hafty fruits, and too ambitious flowert), 

' Scorning the midwifery of ripening fhowers. 

In fpite of frofts, fpring from th’ unwilling earth. 
But find a nip untimely as their birth : 

Abortive ifTues fo delude the womb. 

And fcarce have being, ere they want a tomb. 

Forgive, ray Lord, the Mufe that does afpire 
With a new breath to fan your raging hre ; 

Who each ofEcious and unfkilful found 
Can with frefh torture but enlarge the wound* 
Could I, with David, curfe the guilty plain. 

Where once more lov’d than Jonathan w^s flain ; 

Or could I flights high as his merits raife. 

Clear as his virtue, deathlefs as his praife ; 

None who, though laurels crown’d their aged head. 
Admix’d him living, and ador’d him dead. 

With more devotion fhould enrol his name 
In the long-confecrated lift of fame. 

But, ftnce my artlefs and unballow’d ftrain 
Will the high worth, it fhould commend, profane ; 
Since I defpair my humble verfe ftiould prove 
Great as your lofs, or tender as your love ; 

My heart with fighings, and with tears mine eye. 
Shall the defed of written grief fupply. 


A POEM, 
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A POEM, 

PEDICATED TO THE BLESSEO MEMOHY OF EMZ 
i:,ATE GRACZOOS MAJESTY qjTMBE MARY. 

O NCE more, my Mnfe, — wc muil aii altar raife # 
May it prove lafting, as Maria's praife ; 

And, the fong ended, be the fwan's thy doom, 

Reii: ever filent, as Maria's tomb. 

But whence fhail we begin? or whither fteer? 

Her virtues like a perfed round appear. 

Where judgment lies in admiration loii. 

Not knowing which it fhould didinguilh moll^ 

Some angel, from your own, defcribe her frame. 

For fare your godlike beings are the fame : 

All that WSL$ charming in the fairer kind. 

With manly fenfe and refolution join'd; 

A mien compos'd of mildnefs and of ftate. 

Not by conflraint or affedation great ; 

But form'd by nature for fupreme command, 

Jjike Eve jufl moulded by the Maker's hand ; 

Yet fuch her meeknefs, as half-veil'd the throne. 

Left, being in too great a luftre fhown. 

It might debar the fubjedl of accefs. 

And make hei mercies and our comforts lefs. 

So Gods, of old, defcending from their fpher© 

To viiit men, like mortals did appear : 

Left their too awful prefence fhould affright ^ 

Thofe whom they meant to blefs, and to delight. 

VoL. XVII, O Thus 
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Thus to the noon of her high glory run. 

From her bright orb, difFufiye like the fun. 

She did her healing influence difplay, ^ 

And chenlh’d all our nether world, that lay I 

Within the circle of her radiant day ; J 

Reliev’d not only thofe who bounty fought. 

But gave unalk d, and as flie gave forgot ; 

Found modefl: Want in her obfeure retreat. 

And courted timorous Virtue to be great. 

The Church, which William fav’d, was Mary’s care. 
Taught by her life, and guarded by her pray’r ; 

What her devotions were, ye cherubs, tell. 

Who ever round the feat of mercy dwell ; 

For here Ihe would not have her goodnefs known, "j 
But you beheld how Ihe addrefs’d the throne, I 

And wonder’d at a zeal fo like your own. J 

Since Ihe was form’d, and lov’d, and pray’d like you, 
She fhould, alas ! have been immortal too. 

A mind fo good, in beauteous flrength array’d, 
Aflui’d our hopes ihe might be long obey’d. 

And we, with heighten’d reverence, might have feen 
The hoary grandeur of an aged Queen, 

Who might, with William, jointly govern here. 

As that bright pair which rules the heavenly fphorc^ 

Grace and mild mercy bell m her were fhown. 

In him the rougher virtues of the throne j 
Of Juftice (lie at home the balance held ; 

Abroad, Oppreflion by his fword was quell'd; 

The generous lion, and the peaceful dove. 

The God of battle, and the Queen of love. 



TO THE MEMORT OE Q^^MARY, 19J 

Did in their happy nuptials well agree ; 

Like Mars, he led our armies out ; and fhe I 

With fmiles prefided o’er her native fea. J 

Such too their meetings, when our Monarch came 
With laurels Joaden, and immortal fame ; 

As when the God on Hiemus quits his arms. 

Softening his toils in Cytherea’s charms : 

Then with what joy did fne the viflor meet^ 

And lay the reins of empire at his feet ! 

With the fame temper as the * Ladan hind 
Was made Didator, conquer’d, and refign’d j. 

So Pallas from the dufty field withdrew, 1 

And, when impeual Jove appear’d in view, > 

Refum’d hei female aits, the fpindie and the clew; J 
Forgot the fceptre Ihe fo w'ell had fway’d. 

And, with that mildnefs (he had rul’d, obey’d; 

Pleas’d with the change, and unconcern’d as Jove, J 
When an difguife he leaves his power above, > 

And drowns all other attributes in love. J 

Such, mighty Sir, if yet the facred ear 
Of Majefty m grief vouchfafe to hear. 

Was the lov’d confort of thy crown and bed. 

Our joy while living, our defpair now dead. 

Yet though with Mary one fupporter fall. 

Thy virtue can alone fuftam the ball. 

Of Sibyl’s books, that volume which remain’d. 

The perfed value of the whole retain’d. 

"When m the fiery car Elijah fled. 

His fpirit doubkd on his partner’s head ; 

^ Lucius Qumtius* 

O a S» 
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So will thy people’s love, now Mary ’s gone. 

Unite both ftreams, and flow on thee alone. 

The grateful fenate with one voice combine 
To breathe their forrows, and to comfort thine. 

By bringing to thy view how Europe’s fate 
Does on thy counfels and thy courage wait : 

But, when the vaftnefs of thy grief they fee. 

They own ’tis juft, and melt in tears with thee. 

Blufti not, great foul, thus to reveal thy woe; 

Sighs will have vent, and eyes too full o’erflow ; 

Shed by degrees, they pafs unfelt away ; 

But raife a ftorm and deluge where they ftay. 

The braveft heroes have the fofteft mind. 

Their nature ’s, like the Gods, to love inclin’d. 
Homer, who human pafllons nicely knew. 

When his illuftrious Grecian chief he drew. 

Left likewife in his foul one mortal part. 

Whence love and anguilh too might reach his heart; 
For a loft miftrefs, m defpair he fate. 

And let declining Troy ftill ftruggle with her fate : 

But when the partner of his cares lay dead. 

Like a rous’d lion from his tent he fled, 

Whole hecatombs of trembling Trojans flew. 

And me ngled Heftor at his chariot drew. 

Still gieater is thy lofs, be fuch thy rage, 

As conquer’d Gallia only may aftwage. 

She who on earth fecur’d thee by her prayer, 
Beturn’d to heaven, ftiall prove thy guardian angel there. 
And, hovering round thee with her heavenly Ihield, 
Unfeen protedl thefc in the doubtful fleld. 


Go 
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Go then, hy different paths to glory go, T 

The church’s both eftates with Mary fhow ; > 

And while above fhe triumphs, fight below. — J 
^Tis done — our Monarch to the camp returns,— 

The Gallic aripies fly — their navy burns. 

And earth and feas aE bow at his command. 

And Europe owns her peace from his vidorious- hand# 

THE AU.STRIAN EAGLE. 

A t Annan's call the Auftrian eagle flies, 

Beanng her thunder to the fouthern fkies ; 

Where a rafh Prince, with an unequal fway. 

Inflames the region, and mifguides the day ; 

Till the ufurper, from his chariot hurl’d,. 

Leaves the true Monarch to command the world. 

THE NATURE OF DREAM?. 

A t dead of night imperial Reafon fleeps. 

And Fancy with her tram loofe revels keeps. 

Then airy phantoms a mix’d fcene difplay. 

Of what we heard, or faw, or wifli’d by day ; 

For memory thofe images retains. 

Which paflion foim’d, and flill the firongeft xdgxi^ 
Huntfmen renew the chace they lately run,. 

And generals flght again their battles won. 

Spe<fl:res and furies haunt the murderer’s dreams„ 

Grants or difgraces are the courtier’s themes. 

The mifer fpies a thief, or a new hoard. 

The cit ’s a knight, the fycophant a lord. 

O3 


Thus 
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Thus fancy 's in the wild difl:ra<fi;ion loft. 

With what we moft abhor, or covet moft* 

But of ail paftxons that our dreams control. 

Love prints the deepeft image in the foul ; 

For vigorous fancy and warm blood difpenfe 
Pleafures fo lively that they rival fenfe. 

Such are the tranfports of a willing maid. 

Not yet by time and place to aft betray’d. 

Whom fpies or fome faint virtue forc’d to fly 
That fcene of joy, which yet fhe dies to try. 

Till fancy bawds, and, by myfterious charms. 

Brings the dear objeft to her longing arms ; 

Unguarded then fhe melts, acts fierce delight. 

And curfes the returns of envious light. 

In fuch bleft dreams Byblis enjoys a flame. 

Which waking fhe detefts, and dares not name, 

Ixion gives a loofe to his wild love. 

And in his airy vifions cuckolds Jove. 

Honours and ftafie before this phantom fall ; 

For ileep, like death ks image, equals alb 

V E R S E S' 

IMITATED FROM THE FRENCH OF MONS* MAY-' 
NARD, TO CARDINAL RICHELIEU. 

I. 

W HEN money and my blood ran high. 

My mufe was reckon’d wondrous pretty ; 

The fports and fmiks did round her fly. 

Enamour’d with her fmart concetti. 


11. Now 
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II. 

Now, (who ’d have thought it once with paia 
She firings her harp, whilfl freezing age 

But feebly runs through every vein. 

And chills my brifk poetic rage, 

in. 

I properly have ceas'd to live. 

To wine and women, dead in law ; 

And foon from fate I fhall receive 
A fummons to the fhades to go, 

IV. 

The warrior ghofls will round me cCrme 
To hear of fam’d Ramillia’s %ht, 

Whilfl the vext Bourbons through the gloom 
Retire to th’ utmofl realms of night. 

V. 

Then I, my lord, will tell how you 
With penlions e\ ery mufe infpire ; 

Who Marlborough’s conquefls did purfue. 

And to his trumpets tun'd the lyre, 

VI. 

But fhould fome drolling fprite demand. 

Well, Sir, what place had you, 1 pray ? 

Hov like a coxcomb fhould I Hand ! 

What would your Lordfhip have me fay f 



30Q 


S T E ? N E Y»S POEMS. 


JUVENAL. SATIRE VIIL 
THE ARGUMENT. 

In this Satire, the poet proves that nobility does not 
confift in ftatues and pedigrees, but in honourable 
and good adions : He laihes RubeIHus Plancus, for 
being infolent, by reafon of his high birth ; and lays 
down an inftance that we ought to make the like 
judgment of men, as we do of horfes, who are va- 
lued rather according to their perfonal qualities, than 
by the race of whence they come. He advifes his 
noble friend Ponticus (to whom he dedicates the 
fatire) to- lead a virtuous life, diffuading him from 
debauchery, luxury, opprefllon, cruelty, and other 
vices, by his fevere cenfures on Lateranus, Dama- 
lippus, Gracchus, Nero, Cataline ; and in oppofitioa 
to thefe, difplays the worth of perfons meanly born, 
fuch as Cicero, Marius, Servius Tullius, and the 
Decii. 

The tranflator of this fatire indudriouily avoided im- 
pofing upon the reader, and perplexing the printer 
with tedious common-place notes : but ^finding to- 
wards the latter end many examples of noblemen who 
difgraced their anceftors by vicious pradlices, and of 
men meanly born, who ennobled their families by 
virtue 'IS and brave actions, he thought feme hiftori- 
relations were neceffary towards rendering thofe 
inltances more intelligible j which is all he pretends 

to 
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to by bis remarks. He would gladly have left out 
the heavy palTage of the Mirmillo and Retiarius, 
which he honeftly confefTes he either does not rightly 
underlland, or cannot fufficiently explain. If he 
has not confined himfelf to the ftrid rules of tranfla- 
tion, but has frequently taken the liberty of imitat- 
ing, paraphrafing, or reconciling the Roman cufioms 
to our modern ufage; he hopes this freedom is 
pardonable, fince he has not ufed it but when he 
found the original flat, obfcuie, ordefedive; and 
where the humour and connexion of the author might 
naturally allow of fuch a change. 

T X 7 H AT ’s the advantage, or the real good, 

’ ^ In tracing from the fource our antient bltood i 
To have our anceflors in paint or ftone, 

Preferv’d as relicks, or like monflers Ihcwn ? 

The brave iEmilii, as in triumph pkcM, 

The virtuous Curii, half by time defac'd ; 

Corvinus, with a mouldering nofe, that bears 
Injurious fears, the fad efleds of years ? 

And Galba grinning without nofe or ears ? 

Vain are their hopes, who fancy to inherit 
By trees of pedigrees, or fame, or merit : 

Though plodding heralds through each branch may trace 
Old Captains and Didators of their race. 

While their ill lives that family bely. 

And grieve the brafs which Hands diflionour’d by. 

'Tis mere burlefque, that to our Generals praife 
Their progeny immortal Hatues raife. 

Yet 
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Yet (far from that old gallantry) delight 
To game before their images all night. 

And fteal to bed at the approach of day. 

The hour when thefe their enfigns did difplay* 
Why fhould foft Fabius impudently bear 
Names gain'd by conquefts in the Gallic war I 
Why lays he claim to Hercules's ftrain, 

Yet dares be bafe, effeminate and vain ? 

The glorious altar to that hero built 
Adds but a greater luftre to his guilt, 

Whofe tender limbs and polilh'd ikin diigrace 
The gnfiy beauty of his manly race ; 

And who, by pra<5tifing the difmal fliill 
Of poifoning, and fuch treacherous ways to kill. 
Makes his unhappy kindred marble fweat, 

AVhen his degenerate head by theirs is fet. 

Long galleries of anceftors, and all 
The follies which ill-grace a country hall. 
Challenge no wonder or efteem from me j 
Virtue alone is true nobility." 

Live therefore well : to men and gods appear, 
Sbch as good Fanlus, CofTus, Drufus, were; 
And in thy confnlar, triumphal fhow. 

Let thefe before thy father's ftatues go ; 

Place them before the enfigns of the ftate. 

As choofing rather to be good than great. 
Convince the world that yon 're devout and true. 
Be juft in all you fay, and all you do ; 

Whatever be your birth, you 're fure to be 
A peer of the firffc magnitude to me 5 


Rome 
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Rome for year fake fliall pufh her conquers on* 

And bring new titles borae from nations won, I 
To dignify fo eminent A fon- J 

With your blefl name fhall every region found* -t 
Loud as mad Egypt* when her priefts have found > 
A new Ofiris for the ox they drown’d, JL 

But who will call thofe noble, who deface* 

By meaner ads, the gloiies of their race ; 

Whofe only title to our fathers’ fame 
Is couch’d in the dead letters of their name ? 

A dwarf as well may for a giant pafs ; 

A negro for a fwan ; a crook-back’d lafs* 

Be call’d Europa , and a cur may bear 
The name of tiger, lion, or whatever 
Denotes the noblef: or the fiercell bead : 

Be therefore careful, led the world in jed 
Should thee juft fo with the mock titles greet 
Of Camerinus, or of conquer’d Crete* 

To whom is this advice and cenfure due f 
Rubellius Plancus, ’tis applied to you ; 

Who think your perfon fecond to divine, 

Becaufe defeended from the Drufian line ; 

Though yet you no illuftrious ad have d:one* 

To make the world diftinguifti Julia’s fon 
From the vile offspring of a trull, who fits 
By the town wall, and for a living knits. 

You are poor rogues (you cry) the bafer feum 
And inconfiderable dregs of Rome ; 

Who know not from what comer of the eaith 
The obfeure wretch* who got you* ftoie his birth : 

Mine 
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Mine I derive from Cecrops'* — May your Grace 
live and enjoy the fplendor of your race 1 — 

Yet of thefe bafe plebeians we have known, 

Some, who, by charming eloquence, have grown 
Great fenators, and honours to that gown : 

Some at the bar with fubtilty defend 
The caufe of an unlearned noble friend ; 

Or on the bench the knotty laws untie : 

Others their dronger youth to arms apply. 

Go to Euphrates, or thofe forces join 
Which garrifon the conquefts near the Rhine, 

While you, Rubelfius, on your birth rely j 
Though you refemble your great family 
No more, than thofe rough ftatues on the road 
(Which we call Mercuries) are like that God z 
Your blockhead though excels in this alone. 

You are a living ftatue, that of ftone.. 

Great fon of Troy, who ever prais'd a beaft 
For being of a race above the reft, 

Eut rather meant his courage, and his force I 
To give an inftance — We commend a horfe 
(Without regard of pafture or of breed) 

For his undaunted mettle and his fpeed 

Who wins moft plates with greateft eaie, and!: iirft 

Prints with his hoofs his conquefts on the duft^ 

But if fleet Dragon's progeny at laft 
Prove j^ded, and in freq^ient matches caft. 

No favour for the ftalhon we retain. 

And no relped for the degenerate ftrain 

TU 
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The worthlefs brute is from New-Market broughtj 
And at an under-rate in Smithfield bought. 

To turn a mill, or drag a loaded life 
Beneath two panniers and a baker’s wife. 

That we may therefore you, not yours, admire; 
Firfl:, Sir, fome honour of your own acquire; 
Add to that ftock which julliy we bellow 
On thofe bleft lhades to whom you all things owe. 
This may fuffice the haughty youth to lhame, 
Whofe fwelhng veins (if we may credit fame) 
Burft almoft with the vanity and pride 
That their rich blood to Nero’s is ally’d: 

The rumour ’s likely ; for We feldom find 
Much fenfe with an exalted fortune join’d/^ 
But Ponticus, I would not you Ihould raife 
Your credit by hereditary praife ; 

Let your own ads immortalife your name ; 

** ’Tis poor relying on another’s fame 
For, take the pillars but away, and all 
The fuperftrudure mull in ruins fall; 

As a vine droops, when by divorce remov'd 
From the embraces of the elm Ihe lov’d. 

Be a good foidier, or upright truftee. 

An arbitrator from corruption free. 

And if a witnefs in a doubtful caufe. 

Where a brib’d judge means to elude the laws; 
Though Phalaris’s brazen bull were there. 

And he would didate what he ’d have you fwear. 
Be not fo proiiigate, but rather chufe 
To guard your honour, and your life to iofe. 


20J 
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Rather than let yo«r virtue be betray’d ; 

Virtue the nobleft caufe for which you ’re made^. 

Improperly we meafure life by breath ; 

** Such do not truly live who merit death /’ 

Though they their wanton fenfes nicely pieafe 
With all the chaims of luxury and cafe ; 

Though mingled Howers adorn their carelefs broWi. 
And round them collly fweets negleded How, 

As if they in their funeral ftate were laid. 

And to the world, as they ’re to \ irtue, dead* 

When you the province you expciil, obtain. 

From palTion and from avarice refrain ; 

Let our allociates poverty provoke 

Thy generous heart not to me reale their yoke„ 

Since riches cannot refeue from the grave,, 

Which claims alike the monarch find the ilave^. 

To what the laws enjoin, fubmilTion pay 
And what the Senate fhall command, obey# 

Think what rewards upon the good attend. 

And how thofe fall unpitied who oHend i 
Tutor and Capito may warnings be. 

Who felt the thunder of the States decree,, 

For robbing the Cecilians, though they 
{Like lefier pikes) only fubfill on prey* 

But what avails the rig-our of their doom f 
Which cannot future violence o’fercome. 

Nor give the milerable province eafe. 

Since what one plunderer left, the next will feize^ 
Chenppus then, in time yoarfelf bethink. 

And what your rags ^ill yidd by auftion, fink ; 

Ne’ef 
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Ne’er put yourfelf to charges to complain 
Of wrong which heretofore }ou did fuftain* 

Make not a voyage to detect the theft . 

^Tis mad to lavifli what their rapine left. 

When Rome at firft our rich allies fubdued^ 

Fiom gentle taxes noble fpoils accrued ; 

Each wealthy province, but in part opprefi. 

Thought the lofs trivial, and enjoy’d the reft. 

All treafuries did then with heaps abound ; 

In every wardrobe collly lilks were found ; 

The lead apartment of the meaneft houfe 
Could all the wealthy pride of art produce ; 

Pidures which from Parrhafius did receive 
Motion and warmth j and ftatues taught to liv^? 

Some Folyclete’s, fome Myron’s work declar’d,. 

In others Phidias’ mafter-piece appear’d ; 

And crowding plate did on the cupboaid ftand,. 
Embcfs’d by curious Mentor’s artful hand. 

Prizes like thefe oppreiTors might in\ ite„ 

Thefe Dolabella’s lapine did excite, 

Thefe Antony for his own theft thought fit,. 

Veries for thefe did facnlege commit ; 

And when their rt'igns were ended, fhips full fraught 
The hidden fruits of their exadion brought. 

Which made in peace a treafure richer far. 

Than what is plunder’d in the rage of war. 

1 his was of old ; but oui confederates now 
Have nothing left but oxen for the plough. 

Or fome few mares leferv’d alone for breed; 

Yet left this provident defign fucceedj, 

They 
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They drive the father of the herd away. 

Making both ftallion and his pafture prey. 

Their rapine is fo abjed and prophane. 

They not from tufies nor from Gods refrain ; 

But the poor Lares from the niches feize. 

If they be little images that pleafe. 

Such are the fpoils which now provoke their theft. 
And are the greatefi:, nay, they 're all that 's left. 

Thus may you Corinth or weak Rhodes opprefs. 
Who dare not bravely what they feel redrefs : 

For how can fops thy tyranny control. 

Smooth limbs are fymptoms of a fervile foul." 
But trefpafs not too far on fturdy Spam, 

Sclavonia, France ; thy gripes from thofe retrain. 
Who with their fweat Rome's luxury maintain. 
And fend us plenty, while our wanton day 
Is lavifh'd at the Circus, or the play. 

For, fhould you to extortion be inclin'd. 

Your cruel guilt will little booty find. 

Since gleaning Marius has already feiz'd 
All that from fun-burnt Afnc can be fqueez'd. 

But, above all, Be careful to with-hold 
Your talons from the wretched and the bold ; 
Tempt not the brave and needy to defpair; 

For, though your violence fhould leave them bare 
Of gold and filver, fwords and darts remain. 

And will revenge the wrongs which they fufiain; 

The plunder'd ftill have arms — 

Think not the precept I have here laid down 
A fond, uncertain notion of my own ; 


No 



IMITATION OF JUVENAL. 209 

No, ’tis a Sibyl's leaf w'hat I relate. 

As fix'd and fure, as the decrees of fate. 

Let none but men of honour you attend ; 

Choofe him that has mofi: virtue for your fiiend. 

And give no way to any darlmg youth 
To fell your favour, and perveit the truth. 

Reclaim your wife from llrolling up and down. 

To all afiizes and through every town. 

With claws like harpies, eager for the prey 
(For which your juftice and your fame will pay). 

Keep yourfelf free from fcandals fuch as thefe ; 

Then trace your birth from Picus, if you pleafe : 

If he 's too modem, and your pride afpire 
To feek the author of your being higher, 

Choofe any Titan who the Gods withflood 
To be the founder of your ancient blood, 

Prometheus, and that race before the flood. 

Or any other ftory you can find 
Jnom heralds, or in poets, to your mind. 

But Ibould you prove ambitious, luflful, vain ; 

Or could you fee with pleafure and difdam. 

Rods broke on our alfociates bleeding backs. 

And headsmien labouring till they blunt their ax ; 

Your father's glory will your fin proclaim. 

And to a clearer light expofe your lhame ; 

For ftill more public fcandal vice extends. 

As he is great and noble who offends.” 

How dare you then your high extradion plead ? 

Yet bluih not when you go to forge a deed, 

VoL. XVIL P 


In 
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In the fame temple which your grandfire built ; 
Making his liatue privy to the guilt. 

Or m a bawdy mafquerade are led. 

Muffled by night, to feme polluted bed. 

Fat Lateranus does his revels keep 
where his forefathers peaceful afhes fleep; 

Driving himfelf a chariot down the hill. 

And (though a conful) links himfelf the wheel . 

To do him juftice, ’tis indeed by night, i 

Yet the moon fees, and every fmaller light I 

Pries as a wifnefs of the ihameful light. J 

Nay when his year of honour 's ended, foon 
lie il lea\ e that nicety, and mount at noon ; 

Nor blufh lliould he fome grave acquaintance meet, 
Eut, proud of being known, will jerk and greet ; 

And when his feliow-bcaHs are weaiy grown. 

He il play the groom, give oats, and rub them dow % 
Jl, after Nuina s ceremonial wa}, 

Ht at Jove's altar would a Mdim day. 

To no clean goddefs he dircds his players. 

But by ILppona mod devoutly fwears, 

Oi forne rank deity, whofe hi thy face 
We faitably o'er Ibnking dables place. 

Whcii he has run his lengtli, and does begin 
To deer his couife diredly for the inn 
(Wheie they have watch'd, expcaing him all night), 

A greafy bj-rian, ere he can alight, 

Ficicnis him cffence, while his coiutcous hod 
(Well knowing nothing by good-breeding 's lod) 

Tags 
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Tags every fentence witli fomc fawning woid, 

Such as My King, My Prince,” at leali My Loid/ 
And a tight maid, ere he for uinc can all:, 

GuelTes his meaning, and unoils the ilalk. 

Some, friends to vice, induftrioully defend 
Thefe innocent diverfions, and pietend 
That I the tiicks of youth too rou^^hly blame, 
Aliedging that when young we did the fame. 

I grant we did, yet when that age was pail. 

The frolic humour did no longer lafl ; 

We did not chenfli and indulge the crime : 

What’s foul in ading, Ihould be left in time. 

’Tis true, fome faults, of couife, with childhood 
We therefore wink at wags when they otlend, I 

And fpare the boy, in hopes the man may mend. J 
But Lateranus (now his vigorous a^e 
Should prompt him for his country to engage. 

The circuit of our empire to extend. 

And all our lives m Ctefar’s to defend) 

Mature in riots, places his delight 

All day m plying bumpeis, and at night 

Reels to the bawds, 0'\er whofe doors are fet 

Pictures and bills, with Here are whoxes to let.’* 

Should any defperate unexpcdled fate 

Summon all heads and hands to guard the Hate, 

Caifar, fend quickly to fccure the port ; 

** But where’s the general ? where does he refort B’* 
Send to the fuller’s ; there y’ are fure to find 
The bully match’d with rafcals of his kind, 

P 2 
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Quacks, coffin-makers ; fugitives and failors ; 

Rooks, common foldiers, hangmen, thieves, and tailon 
With Cybele’s priefts, who, weary'd with proceffions. 
Drink there, and fleep with knaves of all profeliions, 
A friendly gang ! each equal to the beft ; 

And all, who can, have liberty to jefl : 

One flaggon walks the round, that none Ihould think 
They either change, or flint him of his drink ; 

And, left exceptions may for place be found. 

Their ftools are all alike, their table round. 

What think you, Ponticus, yourfelf might do. 
Should any ilave fo lewd belong to you P 
No doubt, you 'd fend the rogue in fetters bound 
To work in Bridewell, or to plough your ground : 
But, nobles, you who trace your birth from Troy, 
Think, you the great prerogative enjoy 
Of doing ill, by virtue of that race; 1 

As if what we efteem in coblers bafe, . 

Would the high family of Brutus grace. J 

Shameful are thefe examples, yet we find 
(To Rome’s difgrace) far worfe than thefe behind; 
Poor Damafippus, whom we once have known 
Fluttering with coach and fix about the town. 

Is forc’d to make the ftage his laft retreat. 

And pawns his voice, the all he has, for meat i 
For now he mufi: (fince his eftate is loft) 

Or reprefent, or be himfejf, a ghoft : 

And Lentulus a<fts hanging with fuch art. 

Were I a judge, he Ihould not feign the part. 


Nor 
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Nor would I their vile infolence acquit^, 

Who can with patience, nay diveriion, fit. 
Applauding my lord's buffoonxy for W 4 t. 

And clapping farces a^fted by the court. 

While the peers cuff, to make the rabble {port : 
Or hirelings, at a prize, their fortunes try ; 
Certain to fall unpity'd if they die, 

Since none can have die favourable thought 
That to obey a tyrant's will they fought,. 

But that their lives they willingly expofe. 

Bought by the Prastors to adorn their Ihows. 

Yet fay, the fiage and lifts were both in fight„ 
And } ou muft either choofe to adi, or fight; 
Death never fure bears fuch a ghaftly fhape. 

That a rank, coward bafely would efcape 
By playing a foul harlot’s jealous tool. 

Or a feign'd Andrew to a real fooL 
Yet a peer adlor is no monftrous thing. 

Since Rome has own'd a fidler for a king : 

After fuch pranks, the world itfelf at belt 
May be imagin'd nothing but a jeft. 

Go to the lifts where feats of arms are lliown>,. 
There you '11 find Gracchus (from patrician) grown 
A fencer and the fcandal of the town* 

Nor will he the Mirmillo's weapons bear. 

The modeft helmet he difdains to wear; 

As Retiarius he attacks his foe ; 

Firft waves his trident ready for the throw,, 
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Next cafts his net, but neither leverd right. 

He Hares about expos’d to public fight, 

Then places all his fafety in his flight. 

IRoom foi the noble gladiatoi 1 Sec 
His coat and hatband flicw his quality. 

Thus when at laid the brave Mnmiiio knew 
’Twas Giacchus was the wretch he did puifue. 

To conquer fueh a coward giievM him more. 

Than if he many glorious wounds had bore. 

Had we the freedom to exprefs our mind. 

There ’s not a wretch fo much to vice inclin'd. 

But will own, Seneca did far excel 
His pupil, by whofe tyranny he fell : 

To expiate whofe complicated guilt. 

With fome proportion to the blood he fpilt, 

Rome fhould more ferpents, apes, and facks provide, 
Than one for the compendious parricide. 

'Tis tiuc, OreHes a like crime did aiT , 

Yet weigh the caufe, there's difference in the fad : 
He flew his mother at the gods' command. 

They bid him ftnke, and did dircd his hand ; 

To punifh falfhood, and appeafe the ghoft 
Of his poor father treacheroufly loll, 

Jufl in the minute when the flowing bow! 

With a full tide enlarg'd his chearful fouL 
Yet kill'd he not his fifter, or his wife. 

Nor aim'd at any near relation's life; 

OreHes, in the heat of all his rage. 

Ne'er play'd or fung upon a public Hage ; 


Never 
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Ne^ei on verfe did his wild thoughts employ^ 

To paint the horrid fcene of burning Troy^ 

Like Nero, who, to raife his fancy higher. 

And finifh the gicat work, fet Rome on fiie. 

Such crimes make treafon juft, and might compel 
Virginms, Vindex, Galba, to rebel; 

For v\hat could Nero^'s felf have aded worfe 
To aggravate the wretched nation's curfe ? 

Thefe are the bleft endowments, lludies, arts. 

Which exeicife our mighty Emperor'^ 

Such frolics with his roving genius fuit. 

On foreign theatres to proftitute 

His voice and honour, for the poor renown 

Of putting all the Grecian adors down, I 

And winning at a wake their parlley-crown, J 

Let this triumphal chaplet find fome place 

Among the other trophies of thy race; 

By the Domitii's ftatues lhall be laid 
The habit and the maik in which you play'd 
Antigone's, or bold Thyeftes’ part, 

(While your vild nature little wanted art) 

And on the marble pillar Ihall be hung 
The lute to which the Royal Madman fung. 

Who, Catiline, can boaft a nobler line 
Than thy lewd friend Cethegus's, and thine ? 

Yet } oil took arms, and did by night confpirc 
To fet your houfes and our gods on lire* 

(An enterpnze which might indeed become 
Our enemies, the Gauls, not fons of Rome, 

F 4 To 
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To recompenfe whofe barbarous intent 
Pitch’d fhirts would be too mild a punijdiment) : 
But Tullj;, our wife conful, watch’d the blow> 
With care difcover’d, and difarm’d the foe ; 
Tully, the humble mufhroom, fcarcely knowm. 
The lowly native of a country town 
(Who till of late could never reach the height 
Of being honour’d as a Roman knight). 
Throughout the trembling city plac’d a guard. 
Dealing an equal fhare to every v/ard. 

And by the peaceful robe got more renown 
W ithin oui v'alls, than young Odavius won 
By vidoiies at Adium, or the plain 
Of ThefTaly, difcolour’d by the flam : 

Bim therefore Rome in gratitude decreed 
The Father of his Country, which he freed* 
Marius (another coniul we admire) 

In the fame village born, firft plow’d for hire ; 
His next ad\ ance was to the foldier’s trade. 
Where, if he did not nimbly ply the fpade, 

His furiy oJScer ne’er fail’d to crack 
His knotty cudgel on his tougher back : 

Yet he alone fecur’d the tottering ftate, 

Withllood the Cimbiians, and redeem’d our fate * 
So when the eagles to their quairy dew 
{’^ho ne\er fuch a goodly banquet knew) 

Only a fecond laurel did adorn 

His colleague Catulus, though nobly born ; 

He ihar’d the pride of the txiumphal bay. 

But Marius wm the glory of the day. 


From 
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From a mean flock the pious Decii came. 

Small their eftates, and vulgar was their name ; 

Yet fuch their virtues, that their lofs alone 
For Rome and all our legions did atone ; 

Their country's doom they by their own retriev’d, 
Theinfelves more worth than all the hofl they fay’d. 
The laft good king whom willing Rome obey’d. 

Was the poor offspring of a captive maid ; 

Yet he thofe robes of empire juftly bore. 

Which Romulus, our facred founder, wore : 

Nicely he gain’d, and well poffeft the throne, 

Not for his father’s merit, but his own, i 

And reign’d, himfelf a family alone* J 

When Tarqiiin, his proud fucceffor, was quell’d. 
And with him J^ufl and Tyianny expell’d. 

The confuls Tons (who, for their countjy’s good. 

And to inhance the honour of their blood. 

Should have afferted what their father won, 

And, to confirm that liberty, have done t 

Adions which Codes might have wifh’d his own ; J 
What might to Mutius wonderful appear. 

And w^hat bold Clelia might with envy hear) 

Open’d the gates, endeavouring to reflore 
Their banifli’d king, and arbitrary power : 

Whilft a poor Have, with fcarce a name, betray’d 
The horrid ills thefe well-born rogues had kid , 

Who therefore for their treafbn juflly bore 
The rods and ax, ne’er us’d in Rome before. 

If you hav^e ilrength Achilles’ arms to bear* 

And courage to fufiain a ten years war | 

Though 
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Though foul Therfites got thee, thou lhalt be 
More lov’d by all, and more efteem’d by me. 

Than if by chance you from fome hero came. 

In nothing like your father but his name. 

Eoaft then your blood, and your long lineage flrctch 
As high as Rome, and its great founders reach ; 

You ’ll find, in thefe hereditary tales, 

Your ancefiors the feum of broken jails ; 

And Romulus, your honour’s ancient fource. 

But a poor Ihepherd’s boy, or fomething worfe. 


HORACE. BOOK IIL ODE VII. 
IMITATED. 

I. 

D ear Molly, why fo oft in tears ? 

Why all thefe fears. 

For thy bold Son oi T ’ . c ? 

Have patience till we Ve conquer’d France, 

Thy clofet fhall be ftor’d with Nantz, 

Ye ladies like fuch plunder. 

II. 

Before Toulon thy yoke-mate lies. 

Where all the live-long night he figlis 
For thee in loufy cabin ; 

And though the Captain’s Chloe cries, 

’Tis I, dear Bully, pr’ythee rife” "—-- 
He Will not let the drab in. 


III. Eat 
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III. 

But {he, the cunmng’ft jade alive. 

Says, ^tis the leady way to thiive. 

By fhanng female bounties : 

And, if he 'll be but kind one night. 

She vows he fhall be dubb’d a knight. 

When {he is made a countefs. 

IV. 

Then tells of fmooth young pages whippM, 
Cafliier'd, and of their Iiveiies Gripp'd ; 

Who late to peers belonging. 

Are nightly now conipell'd to trudge 
With links, becaufe they would not drudge 
To fave their ladies longing. 

V. 

But Val the eunuch cannot be 
A colder cavalier than he. 

In all fuch love-adventures : 

Then pray do you, dear Molly, take 
Some Chnftian caie, and do not break 
Your conjugal indentures. 

VI. 

Bellairl (who does not Bellair know ^ 

The wit, the beauty, and the beau) 

Gives out, he loves you dearly . 

And many a nymph attack’d with hghs, ' 

And foft impertmence and noife. 

Fell oft has beat a parley. 
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VII. But; 
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VII. 

But, pretty turtle, when the blade 
JSliall come with amorous ferenade. 

Soon from the window rate him : 

But if repioof will not prevail. 

And he perchance attempt to fcale> 

Pifcharge the Jordan at him. 


HORACE. BOOK IV. ODE IX. 


I. 

V ERSES immortal as my bays I 

When fuited to my trembling firing : 

When by fhrange art both voice and lyre agree 
To make one pleafing harmony. 

All poets are by their blind captain led, 

(For none e’er had the facrilegious pride 
To tear the welFplac’d laurel from his aged head.)^ 
Yet Pindar’s rolling dithyrambic tide 
Hath ilill this praife, that none prefume to fly 
Like him, but flag too low, or foar too high. 

Still does Stefichorus’s tongue 

Sing fweeter than the bird which on it hung.. 

Anacreon ne’er too old can grow. 

Love from every verfe does flow ; 

Still Sappho’s firings do feem to move, 
Inflruding all her fex to love. 


II. Goldem 
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II. 

Golden rings of lowing hair 
More than Helen did enfnare 5 
Others a prince’s grandeur did admire. 

And, wondering, melted to defire. 

Not only flcilful Teucer knew 
To dired arrows from the bended yew-. 

Troy more than once did fall. 

Though hireling gods rebuilt its nodding wall# 
Was Sthenelus the only valiant he, 

A fubjed ft for lafling poetry ? 

Was Heiflor that prodigious man alone. 

Who, to fave others lives, expos'd his own ? 

Was only he fo brave to dare his fate. 

And be the pillar of a tottering ftate ? 

No ; others bury'd in oblivion He, 

As filent as their grave, 

Eecaufe no charitable poet gave 
Their well-deferved immortality. 

III. 

Virtue with lloth, and cowards with the biave. 

Are leveFd in th' impartial grave, 

Jf they no poet have. 

JBut I will lay my mufic by. 

And bid the mournful firings in filence lie ; 
Unlefs my fongs begin and end with you. 

To whom my firings, to whom my fongs, are due# 

No pride does with your rifing honours grow. 

You meekly look on fuppliant ciowds below. 



Should 
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Should fortune change your happy flate. 

You could admiie, j-ct envy not, the great, 
^ftoui equal hand holds an unbias’d fcale, 

Wheie no rich vices, gdded baits, pie\ ail : 

You with a generous honeily defpife 
What all the meaner world fo dearly prize : 

Nor does your viitue difappear. 

With the fmall circle of one ihort-liv’d year : 
Others, like comets, vifit and away , 

Your lulire, great as theirs, iinds no decay, 

Eut with the conftant Sun makes an eternal day. 

IV. 

We baibaroufly call thofe bleft. 

Who are of largeft tenements poflell, 

Whilft fwelling coffers break their owner’s refl. 
More truly happy thofe, who can 
Govern that little empire, Man ; 

Bridle their pafiions and diredl their will 
Through all the ghtteiing paths of charming ill; 
Who fpend their treafure freely as ’twas given 
By the -large bounty of indulgent heaven; 

Who, in a fixt unalterable Hate, 

Siiiile at the doubtful tide of Fate, 

And fcorn alike her friendfhip and her hate ; 

V/ho poifon lefs than faiOmod fear. 

Loth to purchafe life fo dear ; 

But kindly foi then friend embrace cokl Deatli> 

And feal their country ’a bve with their departingbreath. 


TRANSLATION 
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TRANSLATION OF THE FOLLOWING 
VERSE FROM LUCAN. " 

Vidrix caufa Diis placuit, fed vida Catoni/^ 

The Gods and Cato did in this divide^ 

They choofe the ccnqueiing, he the conquer’d fide* 


TO MR. EDMUND SMITH. 

M U N, rarely credit Common Fame, 

Unheeded let her praife or blame ^ 

As whimfies guide the goffip tattles 
Of wits, of beauties, and of battles ; 

To-day the warrior’s brow Ihe crowns. 

For naval fpoils, and taken towns , 

To-morrow all her fpite Ihe rallies. 

And votes the vidor to the gallies. 

Nor in her vifits can Hie Ipare 
The reputation of the fair. 

For inhance : — Chloe’s bloom did boail' 

A while to be the reigning toaH ; 

Lean hec^tic Iparks abandoi ’d bohea. 

And in beei-glaffes pledg'd to Chloe t 
What fops of £gure did Hie bring 
To the Front-boxes and the Ring ^ 

While nymphs of quality lock fuHen, 

As.bifeeding wbes* or mouking pullcii. 

Bldl 
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Bleft charmer ihe, till prying Fame 
Incog, to Mifs’s toilet came ; 

Where in the g^ly-pots Ihe fpy’d 
Lilies and rofes, that defy’d 
Tbefroftof age, with cei tain pickles 
They call — Cofmetics for the freckles : 

Away fhe flew with what fhe wanted. 

And told at Court that Cliloe painted. 

Then who ’d on common Fame rely, 
Wliofe chief employment ’s to decry ? 

A cogging, fickle, jilting female. 

As ever ply’d at fix in the Mall ; 

The father of all fibs begat her 
Onfome old newfman's fully daughtei/* 

O Captain! Taifez-vous — ’twere hard 
Her novels ne’er Ihould have regard ; 

One proof I ’ll in her favour give, 

V/hich none but you will dilhelieve. 

When Phosbus fent her to recite 
The praifes of the moll polite, 

Whofe fcenes have been, in eveiy age. 

The glories of the Eritilh llage ; 

Then llie, to rigid truth confin’d. 

Your name with lofty Shakefpeare join’d ; 
And, fpeaking as the God direfted, 

I'he praife fhe ga-ve was unfufpeiSled. 


THE 
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THE SPELL*. 

W HENE’ER I wive> young Strephon cry *3^ 
Ye powers that o’er the noofe prefide ! 

Wit, beauty, wealth, and humour, gxve. 

Or let me llill a rover live : 

But if all thefe no nymph can lliare. 

And I ’m predeilm’d to the fnaie. 

Let mine, ye powers ! be doublv fair. 

Thus pray’d the fwain in heat of blood, 

Whild: Cupid at his elbow flood ; 

And twitching him, faid. Youth, be wife, 

Aik not impofiibilities : 

A faultlefs make, a manag’d wit. 

Humour and fortune never met : 

But if a beauty you ’d obtain. 

Court fome bright Phyllis of the brain ; 

The dear idea long enjoy. 

Clean is the blifs, and will not cloy. 

But trull me, youth, for I ’m fincere. 

And know the ladies to a haii : 

Howe’er fmall poets whine upon it. 

In madrigal, and fong, and fonnet. 

Their beauty ’s but a Spell, to bring 
A Io\cr to th’ inchanted ring. 

Ere the fack polTet is digefled. 

Or half of Hymen’s taper walled, 

* This poem, with a few altciations, is to be fourni in Fcntair, 
(fee VoL XXXV.) under the title of “ The Platonic Sptll.” N. 

VoL. XVIL CL The 



226 


S T E P N E ys POEMS. 

The winning air, the wanton trip. 

The radiant eye, the velvet lip. 

From which you fragrant kiffes ffcole. 

And feem to fuck her fpringing foul— 

Thefe, and the reft, you doated on. 

Arc naufeous or inftpid grown ; 

The Spell diftoives, the cloud is gone. 

And SacharifTa turns to Joan. 

ELEGY 

UPON THE DEATH OF TIBULLUS. 

FROM OVID. 

I F Memnon’s fate, bewaiEd with conftant dew. 

Does, witn the day, his mother’s grief renew i 
If hei fon’s dcadi mov’d tender Thetib’ mind 
To fweli with tears the waves, with ftghs the wind ? 

If mighty Gods can mortals’ foirow know. 

And be the humble partners of oiir woe^ 

Now loofe your treffes, penfu e Elegy, 

(Too well your office and your name agree) 

Tibullus, once the joy and pride of Fame, 

Lies now rich fuel on the tiernbling fiaote. 

Sad Cupid now defpairs of conquering hearts. 

Throws by his empty quner, bieaks bis darts; 

Eafes his uiekfs bows from idle ftnngs, 

Nur ill's, but humbly creeps with flagging wings. 

He wants, of which he robb’d fond lovers, reft. 

And wouiids with furious hands ins penlu e breaft. 

Thofc 
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Thofe graceful cuils which wantonly did £ow, 

The whiter rivals of the falling fnow, 

Foigct their beauty, and in difcord he. 

Drunk With the fountain from his melting eye. 

Not more iEneas’ iofs the boy did move , 

Like pafFions for them both, piove equal io\c. 
Tibullus' death gneies the lair goddefs moie, 1 

Moie fweils her eyes, than when the favage boar 
Her beautiful, her lov'd Adonis tore. J 

Poets large fouls hea\en's noblell flamps do bear, 
(Poets, the w^atchful angels darling caie :) 

Yet death (blind archer) that no dinerence Imows, 
Without refpedl his roiing arrows tiiiov s. 

Nor Pheebus, nor the Mufes' queen, could give 
Their fon, their own pierogative, to live. 

Orpheus, the lieii of both his parents' iLiil, 

Tam'd wondering beads, and Death's more cruel wdl*. 
Lmus' fad firings on the dumb lute do lie, 

In filence forc'd to let tneir madei die. 

Homer (the fpring to whom we poets owe 
Our httie all does in fweet numbers £ow) 

Remains iminoital only in his fame. 

His works alone furvive the cm ions Hame. 

In vam to Gods (if Gods there are) we piay^ 

And needlefs vidims pxodigaily pav, 

Worfhip their deeping Deities : yet Death 
Scorns votaries, and ilops the praying breath. 

To hallow'd fhrnies intiuding P'ate w'll'l come. 

And drag you from the altar to the tomb. 
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Go, frantic poet, with dcluftons fed, i 

Think laurels guard your confecrated head, I 

Kow the fweet mafter of your art is dead. J 

What can we hope ? fince that a nairow fpan 
Can meafiiie the remains of thee, great man ! 

The bold rafh flame that durft approach fo nigh, n 
And fee Tibullus, and not trembling die, I 

Durll feize on temples, and their gods defy. J 

Fair Venus (fair ev’n in fuch forrows) Hands, 

Clofmg her heavy eves with trembling hands : 

Anon, in vain, ofhcioufly Ihe tries 
To quench the flame with rivers from her eyes. 

His mother weeping does his eye-hds clofe. 

And on his urn tears, her laft gift, beflows. 

His filler too, with hair dilheverd, bears 
Part of her mothei’s nature, and her tears. 

With thofe, two fair, two mournful iivals come, 
And add a greater tiiumph to his tomb . 

Both hug his urn, both his lov'd afhes kifs. 

And both contend which reap'd the greater blifs. 

Thus Delia fpoke (when lighs no more could laft) 
Renewing by remembrance pleafures pall ; 

When youth with vigour did for joy combine, 

I was Tibullus' life, Tibullus mine : 

I entertain'd his hot, his flrft defue. 

And kept alive, till age, his adtive flre.’^ 

To her then Nemefis (when groans ga/e leave). 

As I alone was lov'd, alone I 'll grieve: 

Spare your vain teais, Tibullus' heart was mine. 
About my neck his dying arms did twine j 

I fnatch'd 
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«« I fnatcli'd his foul, which true to me did prove : 
Age ended yours, death only topp'd my 
If any poor remains furvive the flames. 

Except thm Ihadows, and more empty names ; 

Fiee in Elyfium lliall Tibullus ro\e. 

Nor fear a fecond death fhould ciofs his love. 

Theie fhall Catullus, ciownM with bays, impait 
To his far dearer friend his open heart : 

There Callus (if Fame's bundled tongues all lye) 

Shall, free from cenfure, no more rafhly die. 

Such fliall oui poet’s bled companions be. 

And in their deaths, as in their lives, agree. 

But thou, rich urn, obey my find commands. 

Guard thy great charge from faciilcgious hands* 

Thou, Earth, Tibullus’ afhes gently ufe. 

And be as foft and eafy as his Mufe. 


TO THE EVENING STAR. 

ENGLISHED FROM A GREEK IDTLLIUM, 

T) RIGHT Starf by Venus fix’d above 
To rule the happy realms of love , 

Who in the dewy rear of da3>^. 

Advancing thy didinguifh’d ray, 

Dod other lights as far out-fhine 
As Cynthia’s diver gloiics thine; 

Known by fupenor beauty there. 

As much as Padorella hcie. 
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Exert, bright flar, thy friendly light. 

And guide me through the dufky night ; 
Defiauded of her beams, the Moon 
Shines dim, and will be vanifh’d foon. 

I would not rob the fnepherd’s fold , 

I feek no rnifer’s hoarded gold ; 

To find a nymph, I "'m forc'd to flray. 

Who lately hole my heart away. 


C O N- 
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MR. philips's designed DEDICATION 
T O 

THE SPLENDID SHILLING. 


TO W. BROME, ESCJ^ OF EWI TIH NGTON, IN THE 
COUNTY OF HEREFORD. 

S I R, 

I T would be too tedious an undertaking at this time 
to examine the rife and progrefs of Dedications. 
The ufe of them is certainly ancient, as appears both 
from Greek and Latin authors ; and we have reafon to 
believe that it was continued widioiit any inten aption 
till the beginning of this eeritury, at which time, 
mottos, anagrams, and fiontifpleccs bemg introduced. 
Dedications were mightily difcouragcd, and at lall ab- 
dicated, But to difcover preciiely when they were 
reftored, and by whom they w^ere firli uiheied in, is a 
work that far tranfeends my knowledge ; a wwk that 
can juftly be expeded from no other pen but that of 
your operofe Dodor Bentley. Let us therefore at pre- 
fent acquiefce in the dubioufnefs of their antiquity, 
and think the auihcnty of the paft and prefent times a 
fufficient plea for your patroniaing, and my dedicat- 
ing this poem. Efpecially hnee in this age Dedica- 
tions are not only faOnonable, but almofi: neceiTary; 

and 
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and indeed they are now fo much in vogue, that a 
hook without one, is as feldom feen as a bawdy-houfc 
without a Pradice of Piety, or a poet with money. 
Upon this account. Sir, thofc who have no friends,, 
dedicate to all good chriftians; feme to their book- 
fellers ; feme, for want of a fublunary pation, to the 
manes of a departed one. There aie, tliat have de- 
dicated to their wholes. God help thofe hen-pecked 
writers that have been foiced to dedicate to their own 
wives ’ but w'hile I talk fo much of other mens pa- 
trons, I have forgot my own, and feem rather to 
make an ehay on Dedications, than to WTite one. 
However, Sir, I prefume you will paidon me for 
that fault ; and perhaps like me the better for faying 
nothing to the purpofe. You, Sir, are a peifon 
more tender of other mens reputation than your own ; 
and would heai every body commended but yourfelf. 
Should I but mention your fkill in turning, and the 
compaffion you ihewed to my fingers ends when you 
gave me a tobacco -ftopper, you would blufii and be 
confounded with your juft praifes. How much more 
would you, Ihould I tell you what a progrefs you 
have made in that abllrufc and ufeful language, the 
Saxon!* Since, therefore, the recital of )our excel- 
lencies would prove fo troublcfoine, I lhall offend 
your modefty no longer. Gi\e me leave to fpeak a 
word or two concerning the poem, and I have done. 
Thi«poem, Sir, if wceonfider the moral, the new^ 
iief^ of the the variety of images, and the 

exadnefc 



TO THE SPLENDID SHILLING. 2 J 7 

exadncfs of the fimilitudcs that compofe it, mull: 
be allowed a piece that was never equalled by the 
moderns or ancients. The fabje^I of the poem is 
myfclf, a fubjeifl never yet handled by any poets. 
How fit to be handled by all, we may learn by thofc 
few dnine commendatory verfes written by the ad- 
mu able Monfieur le JBog. Yet fmee I am the fiib- 
jed, and the poet too, I fhall fay no more of it> 
led I flioiild feem vain-glorious. As for the moral, 
I ha\e taken particular care that it fliould lie in* 
cognito, not like the ancients, w^ho let you know at 
£r5 fight they defign fomething by their verfes. But 
here you may look a good while, and perhaps, after 
all, find that the poet has no aim or defign, which 
muft needs be a diveiting fuiprize to the reader. 
What fhall I fay of the firailes, that are fo full of 
geography, that you mud get a Welfliman to un- 
derdand them ? that fo raife our ideas of the things 
they are applied to ? that are fo extraordinarily quaint 
and well ■cliofen that there's nothing like them ? So 
that I think I may, without vanity, fay, Avia Fieu- 
dum pi agio loca^ ^c. Yet, however excellent this 
poem IS, in the reading of it you will find a vaft dif- 
ference between fome parts and others; which pro- 
ceeds not from your humble fervant's negligence, but 
diet. This poem was begun when he had little 
vi(5iuals, and no money, and w^as finifhed when he 
had the misfortune at a virtuous lady's houfe to meet 
w ith both. But I hope, in time. Sir, when hunger 

and 
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and povcity fhall once more be my companions, la 
make amends for the defaults of this poem, by an 
eflay on Minced Pies, which dial! be demoted to you 
with all fubmijSion, by, 

SIR, 

Your moll: obliged. 

And humble Tenant, 

J, PHILIPS. 


T H iS 
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«< Singj heavenly Mufe ! 

Things nnattempted yet, in profe or ihyme,*^ 

A fhilling, breeches, and chimeras dire, 

H appy the man, who, void of cares and flrife. 
In hiken or in leathern puife retains 
A Splendid Shilling : he nor hears with pain 
New oyllers cry’d, noi %hs for chearful ale ; 

But with his fi lends, when nightly mids arife. 

To Jumper’s Magpye, or Town-hall ^ lepairs : 

Wheie, mindful of the nymph, whofe w^anton e}e 
Transfix’d his foul, and kindled amorous flames, 

Cloe, or Phillis, he each ending glafs 
Wifheth her health, and joy, and equal love* 
Meanwhile, he fmckes, and laughs at meriy lale^ 

Or piui ambiguous, or conundrum quaint. 

But I, whom griping penury funounds. 

And hunger, fure attendant upon want. 

With fcanty offals, and fniali acid tiff 
( W retched repafi: 1) my meagre corpfe fufiain : 

Then folitary walk, or doze at home 
In garret vile, and with a wauning puff 

* Two noted akheufes in Oxfoid, ijoo. 

Regale 
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Regale chilPd fingers ; or from tube as black 
As winter-chimney> or w ell-polifli’d jet. 

Exhale mundungus, ill-perfuming fcent : 

Not blacker tube, nor of a Ihorter fize. 

Smokes Cambro-Briton (vers’d in pedigree. 
Sprung fiom Cadwallador and Arthur, kings 
Full famous in romantic tale) when he 
O’er many a craggy hill and barren cliff. 

Upon a cargo of fam’d Cefinan cheefe. 

High over-fhadowing rides, with a defign 
To vend his wares, or at th’ An onian mart. 

Or Maiidunum, or the ancient town 
Yclip’d Brechinia, or where Vaga’s ftream 
Encircles Anconium, fruitful foil! 

Whence fiow nedareous wines, that well may vie 
With Maflic, Setin, or lenown’d Falern. 

Thus while my joylefs minutes tedious fiow. 
With looks demure, and filent pace, a i)un. 
Horrible inoniler I hated b)'- gods and men. 

To my aerial citadel afeends. 

With vocal heel thrice thundeiing at my gate, 
With hideous accent thrice he calls ; I know 
The voice ill-boding, and the folemn found. 
What fiiould I do ? or whither turn ? Amaz’d, 
Confounded, to the dark recefs I fly 
Of wood-hole ; firait my briftling hairs ered 
Through fudden fear , a chilly fweat bedews 
My Ihuddeiing limbs, and (wonderful to tdll) 
My tongue forgets her faculty of fpcech , 

So horrible he leems! His faded biow 


Enticnch’d 
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Entrench'd with many a frown> and conic beard, 

An<l fpreading band, admir'd by modern faints, 
Difafirous ads forebode , in his right hand 
Long fcrolls of paper folemnly he v<aves. 

With charadeis and figures dire infcrio’d, 

Guevous to mortal eyes ; (ye gods, avert 

Such plagues from righteoi s men f) Behind him fialks 

Another monller, not unlike himfelf. 

Sullen of afped, by the vulgar call'd 
A Gatchpole, whofe polluted hands the gods 
With force incredible, and magic chaims, 

Firft have endued : if he his ample palm 
Should haply on ill-fated fhoulder lay 
Of debtor, frait his body, to the touch 
Obfequious (as whilom knights were wont) 

To fome inchanted cadle is convey'd. 

Where gates impregnable, and coercive chains,^ 

In durance ilnd detain him, till, in foiin 
Of money, Pallas fets the captive free. 

Bewaie, ye debtors ! when ye walk, bev, are. 

Be circumfped , oft with infidious ken 
The caitiff eyes your Reps aloof, and oft 
Lies perdue in a nook or gloomy cave. 

Prompt to inchant fome inadvertent wretch 
With his unhallow’d touch. So (poets fing) 
Grimalkin, to domeftic veimin fwom 
An eveilafling foe, with watchful eye 
Lies nightly brooding o’er a chinky gap. 

Protending her fell claw s, to thoughtlefs mice 
Sure ruin. So her difembowei'd web 
VoL. XVIL R 
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Arachne, in a hall or kitchen, fpreads 
Obvious to vagi ant flies : fhe fecret ftands 
Within her woven cell ; the humming prey, 
Regardlcfs of their fate, rufh on the toils 
lu'^xtricable, nor will aught avail 
1 heir arts, or arms, or fhapes of loi ely hue ; 

The wafp infidious, and the buzzing drone. 

And butterfly proud of expanded wings 
-Diflmdl with gold, mtangled in her fnares, 

Ufelefs refinance make : with eager flrides, 

She towering flies to her expeded fpoils ; 

Then, with envenomed jaws, the vital blood 
Drinks of relu<fiant foes, and to her ca\ e 
Their bulky carcafes triumphant drags. 

So pafs my days. But, when nodurnal fhades 
This world invelop, and th' inclement air 
Perfuades men to repel benumming frofls 
With pleafant wines, and crackling blaze of wood ) 
'Me, lonely fitting, nor the glimmering light 
Of make-weight candle, nor the joyous talk 
Of loving friend, delights, diftrefs^d, forlorn, 
Affiidfl: the horrors of the tedious night, 
darkling I figh, and feed with difmal thoughts 
Ady anxious mind; or fometirrres mournful veife 
Indite, and fmg of groves and myrtle (hades. 

Or defperate lady near a purling dream. 

Or lover pendent on a wallow- tiee. 

Meanwhile I labour with eternal drought. 

And refflefswi'fh, and rave, my parched throat 
Finds no relief, not hcany eyes repofe : 
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But if a {lumber haply does invade 
My weary limbs, my fancy "s Hill awake. 

Thoughtful of drink, and eager, in a dream. 

Tipples imaginary pots of ale. 

In vain ; awake I find the fettled third: 

Still gnawing, and the plcafant phantom curfe. 

Thus do I jive, from pleafure quite debarred. 

Nor tafte the fruits that the fun's genial rays 
Mature, john-apple, nor the downy peach. 

Nor walnut m rough-furrow'd coat fecure. 

Nor medlar fruit delicious in decay ; 

AfHidions great ^ yet greater Hill remain : 

My Galligalkins, that have long witliilood 
The winter's fury, and encroaching frofis. 

By time fubdued (what will not time fubdue 
An horrid chafm difclos'd with orifice 
Wide, difcontinuous ; at which the winds 
Eurus and Aufier, and the dreadful force 
Of Boreas, that congeals the Cronian waves. 
Tumultuous enter with diri$ chilling blafts. 

Portending agues. Thus a well-fraught fbip. 

Long fail'd fecure, or through th' ^gean deep. 

Or the Ionian, till cruifmg near 

The Lilybean fhore, with hideous crulh 

On Scylla, or Charybdis [dangerous rocks f) 

She finkes rebounding ; whence the lhatter'd oak. 

So fierce a Ihock unable to withfiand. 

Admits the fea ; in at the gaping fide 

The crowding weaves gufh with impetuous rage, 

JR. 2 Refiftlcfs, 
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Refiftlefs, overwhelming ; horrors ft i/e 
The mariners; death in their e>es appears. 

They flare, they lave, they pump, they lu ear, they 
pray : 

{Vain efforts’) ftill the battering waves riifli in. 
Implacable, till, delug'd by the foam. 

The Ihip fmks foundering m tine vail ab}fs. 
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F rom bw and abjed themes the groveling MujK 
Now mounts aerial, to iing of aims 
Triumphant, and emblaze the martial ads 
Of Biitam’s hero , may the verfe not fink 
Beneath his merits, but detain awhile 
I’hy ear, O Harley I (though thy country's weal 
Depends on thee, though mighty Anne lequires 
Thy hourly counfels) fince,^ with every art 
Thyfelf adorn'd, the mean ella} s of youth 
Thou wilt not damp, but guide, wherever found. 

The wiilhng genius to the Mufes’ feat ; 

Therefore thee fird, and M, the Mufe fhajl fing. 

Long had the Gallic monarch, uncontrord, 

Enlaig'd his borders, and cf human force 
Opponent ilightly tliought, in heart elate, 

' As erll Scfoftris (proud Egyptian king. 

That monarebs harnefs’d to tiis chauot yokt 
(Bafe^^fervitude and his dethron'd compeers 
Lalht fuiious ; they in fullen majefty 
Drew the oneafy load) , nor lefs he aim'd 
At univerfal fway . for William's am 
Could nought avail, however fam'd in wax 

* This poem was infcnbed to the Ri^ht Honourable Robert 
H-iriey, ^hea Speaker of the Honourable Huaie of 

Commons, ana Secretary of State. 

R 3 Nor 
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Nor armies leagu’d, that diverfly eflay’d 
To curb his power enormous ; like an oak. 

That {lands fecure, though all the winds employ 
Their ceafelefs roar, and only fheds its ka^ es. 

Or mail, which the revolving fpring rellores ; 

So ftood he, and alone , alone defy’d 
The European thrones combin’d, and ftill 
Had fet at nought their machinations vain. 

But that great Anne, weighing th’ events of w-ar 
Momentous, in her prudent heart, thee chofe. 
Thee, Churchill I to diredt in nice extremes 
Her banner’d legions. Now their priftme worth 
The Britons recoiled, and gladly change 
Sweet native home for unacciiftom’d air. 

And other climes, where different food and foil 
Portend diffempers ; over dank, and dry. 

They journey toilfome, unfatigued with length 
Of march, 'unftruck with horror at the fight 
Of Alpine ridges bleak, high-ffretching hills. 

All white with fummer’s fnows. They go b. yond 
The trace of Englifh fteps, where fcarcc the found 
Of Henry’s arms arriv’d; fuch ffrength of heart 
Thy oondud and example gives ; nor fmall 
Encouragement ; Godolphin, wife and juff. 

Equal in merit, honour, and fuccefsf 
To Burleigh (fortunate alike to ferve 
The beft of Queens) ; he, of the royal ffore 
Splendidly frugal, fits whole nights devoid 
Of fweet repofe, induffrious to procure 
Thefoldier s eafe; to regions far remote 
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His care extemis ; to the Bntifh hoil 
Makes ravifh'd countries plenteous as their own. 

And now, O Churchill ! at thy wiflit approach 
The Germans, hopelefs of fuccefs, forlorn. 

With many an inroad gor’d, their drooping cheer 
New-animated rouze ; not more rejoice 
The miferable race of mm, that live 
Benighted half the year, benumm’d with frofls 
Perpetual, and rough Boreas’ keeneft bieath. 

Under the polar Bear, inclement Iky I 
When firH the fun with new-born hght removes 
’fhe long-inenmbeEit gloom ; gladly to thee 
Heroic laurel’d Eugene yields the prime. 

Nor thinks it dimiiitition, to be rankt 
In military honour next, although 
Hib deadly hand fhook the Turcheflan throne 
Accuis’d, and prov’d in far-dmded lands 
Vidorious ; on thy powerful fword alone 
Germania and the Belgic coail relies. 

Won from th’ encroaching fea: that fword gi cat Anne 
Fix’d not in vain on thy puiffant fide. 

When thee ih’ enroll’d her garter’d kmghts among, 
Illuftratmg the noble lift ; her hand 
Allures good omens, and Saint George’s worth 
Enkindles like deftre of high exploits. 

Immediate fieges, and the tiie of war, 

Pvoll m thy eager mind ; thy plumy creft 
Nods horrible ; with more ten ific port 
Thou walk’ft, and feem’ft already in the fight# 

Vvliat fpoils, vdiat coi>quefts^ then did Aihiop hope 
R 4 From 
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From tliy atclne^xments I yet thou haft furpaft 

Her boldeft vows, exceeded \*/hat thy foes 

Could fear or fancy, the), in miiititude 

Siipenoi, fed their thoughts uith profpcfl va n 

Of vidcry and rapine, rcckonirg wluit 

From lanforr/d captues woakl acerae. Thus one 

JoMal his mate befpohe : O fiicnd, obfcT\e 

ilo.v gay With all th" accoutrements of war 

The Britons come, wdtb gold well fraught, they come 

Thus far oui piey, and tempt us to fubdiie 

Their recreant force ; how will their bodies ftript 

Enrich the- vidors, while the vultures ftite 

Their maw s with full repaft I — Another, warm'd 

With high ambition, and conceit of prowefs 

Inherent, arrogantly thus prefum'd : 

What if this fword, full often drench'd in blood 
Of bafe antagonifts, with griding edge 
Should now cleave fheer the execrable head 
Of Churchill, met in aims I or if this hand, 
iiSoon as his army difarray'd 'gins fwerve. 

Should flay him flying, with retentive gripe, 
CounfoLinded and appal'd ! no trivial price 
Should fet him free, nor fmall fhould be my praife 
To lead him fhackied, and expos'd to fcom 
Of gathering crowds, the Britons' boafted chief. 

Thus they, in fportive mood, their empty taunts 
And menaced expreft , nor co-uld theif prince 
In arms, vain Tallard, from opprobrious fpeech 
Refrain i ’Why halt ye thus, ye Britons ^ Why 
'Decline the war I Shall a morafs forbid 
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Your eafy march ? Advance ; we '11 bridge a waj 
Safe of accefs* Imprudent, thus t' invite 
A furious lion to his folds I That boaft: 
lie ill abides ; captiv'd, in other plight 
He foon revilits Britany, that once 
llefplcndent came, with ftretcht retinue girt. 

And pompous pageantry ; O bapkfs fate, 

Jf any arm, but ChurchiiFs, had preiaiFd I 
No need fiich boafls, or exprobrations falle 
Of cowardice ; the military mound 
The Britifli files tranfeend, in evil hour 
For their pioud foes, that fondly biav'd their fase> 
And now on cither fide tlie trumpets blew. 

Signal of onfet, refolution firm 
Infpinng, and pernicious love of War. 

The adverfe fronts in rueful conflid meet, 

CoIIedling all their might ; for on th' event 
Decifive of this bloody day depends 
The fate of kingdoms : with lefs vehemence 
nT.e great competitors for Rome engag'd, 

Caefar, and Pompey, on Fharfalian plains, 

Mliere fern Bellona, with one final frokc. 

Adjudg’d the empire of this globe to one. 

Here the Bavarian duke his brigades leads. 

Gallant in arms, and gaudy to behold. 

Bold champion I braridifliing his Noric blade, 

Befl' temper'd feel, fticceflefs prov'd in field 1 
Next Tallard, with his Celtic infantry 
Frefumptuous comes, here Churchill, not fo prompt 
To vaunt as %ht, his hardy cohorts joins 
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With Eugene’s German force. Now from each 
The brazen inhruments of death difcharge 
Horrific flames, and turbid ftreaming clouds 
Of fmoke fulphureous , intermixt with thefe 
Large globous irons fly, of dreadful hifs. 

Singeing the air, and from long diftance bring 
Surprizing flaughter ; on each fide they fly 
By chains connext, and with defirudiv e fweep 
Behead whole troops at once , the hairy fcalps 
Are whirl’d aloof, while niuneious tranks beftrew 
Th’ enfanguin’d field : with latent mifchief fior’d 
Showers of granadoes rain, by fudden burft 
Difplodmg murdeious bowels, fragments of fleel. 

And ftones, and glafs, and nitrous grain aduft ; 

A thoufand ways at once the Ihii^er’d orbs 
Fly diverfe, working torment, and foul rout 
With deadly bruife, and gaflies furrow’d deep. 

Of pain inipatient, the high-prancing fteeds 
Difdain the curb, and, flinging to and fio. 

Spurn their difinounted riders ; they expire 
Indignant, by unhofliile wounds deilroy’d. 

Thus through each army death in various ihapes 
Prevail’d; here mangled limbs, here brains and gore 
Lie clotted ; lifelefs feme : with anguifh tliefe 
Gnalhing, and loud laments invoking aid. 

Unpity ’d, and unheard , the louder din 
Of guns, and trumpets’ clang, and folemn found 
Of drums, o’ercame their groans. In equal fcale 
Long hung the %ht , few maiks of fear were feen. 
None of retreat. As when two adverfe winds. 

Sublim’d 
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Sublim’d from dew^ vapours, in mid-fky 
Engage with homd dioek, the rudled brine 
Roars ftormy, they together dalh the clouds. 

Levying their equal force with utmoft rage ; 

Long undecided lails the airy ftrife : 

So they incens’d ; till Churchill, viewing where 
The violence of Talkrd moft prevail’d. 

Came to oppofe his flaughtering arm ; with ipced 
Precipitant he rode, urging his way 
O’er hills of gafping heroes, and fall’n il!eeds 
Rolling in death : deihrudion, grim with bloody 
Attends his furious courfe. Him thus enrag'd* 
Defcrying from afar, fome engineer. 

Dextrous to guide th’ unerring charge, defign’d 
By one nice fhot to terminate the war. 

With aim dired the le veil’d bullet dew. 

But mifs’d her fcope (for Deftiny withftood 

Th’ approaching wound) and guiltlefs -plough’dher way 

Beneath his courier ; round his facred head 

The glowing balls play innocent, while he 

With dire impetuous fway deals fatal blows 

Amongft the fcatter’d Gauls. But O I beware. 

Great warrior i nor, too prodigal of life, 

Expofe the Britifh fafety . hath not Jove 
Already warn’d thee to withdraw ? Referve 
Thyfelf for other palms. Ev’n now thy aid 
Eugene, with regiments unequal prefi. 

Awaits ; this day of all his honours gain’d 
Defpoils him, if thy fuccour opportune 
Defends not the fad hour ; permit not thou 
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So brave a leader with the vulgar herd 
To bite the ground unnoted. — Swift, and fierce 
As wintery Itorm, he flics, to reinforce 
The yielding wing , in Gallic blood again 
He dews his leekmg fvvcrd, and fliews the ground 
Withheadlefs lanks (fo Ajax interpos'd 
His fevenfold fliield, and Icreen’d Laertes' fon, 
Forwalour much, and wailike wiles, renovi n’d. 
When the infultiiig Trojans urg’d him fore 
With tilted fpears) . unmanly dread invades 
Tlie French aftony’d , firait their ufelefs arms 
They quit, and in ignoble flight confide, 

C/nfccmIy yelling ; difiant hills return 
The hideous noife. What can they do ? or hmv 
Withfiand his wide-defiroying fword ? or where 
Find flielter, thus repuls'd f Behind, with wrath 
ReiifJefs, th' eager Englifti champions prefs, 
'Chaftifing tardy flight, before them rolls 
His current fwift, the Danube vafi: and deep. 
Supreme of ij^vers ' to the frightful brink. 

Urg’d by compulfive arms, foon as they reacht. 
New horror chill'd their veins . demote they faw 
Themfelves to wretched doom ; with efibits vain^ 
Encourag'd by defpaar, or obftinate 
To fall like men in arms, fome dare renew 
Feeble engagement, meeting glorious fate 
On the film land; the refi, difcomfited. 

And pufln by Marlborough’*, avengeful hand* 

Ixap plunging in the wide-extended flood. 

Bands numerous as the Memphian foldiery 
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That fwelFd the Erythrsean vt-ave, when walFd 
The unfroze waters marvelloufly Hood, 

Obfervant of the great cominand. Upborne 
By frothy billows thoufands float the flream 
In cumbrous mail, with love of farther fhore ; 
Confldmg m their hands, that fedlous flrive 
To cut tU outrageous fluent . m this diflrefs, 

Evhi in the fight of death, fome tokens fliew 
Of fearlefs friendlhip, and their finking mates 
Suflain . vain love, though laudable ! abforb'd 
By a fierce eddy, they together found 
The vafl; profundity ; their hoifes paw 
The fwclling furge with fruitlefs toil : furcharg’d. 
And in his courfe obflrucfted by large fpoil. 

The river flows redundant, and attacks 
The lingering lemnant with unufual ride; 

Then roiling back, in ins capacious lap 
Ingulfs their whole militia, quick immers'd. 

So when fome fweltenng travellers retire 
To leafy fhades, near the cool funlefs verge 
Of Paraba, Brazilian flream , her tail 
Of vaft extenfiod from her watery den, 

A gnfly Hydra fuddenly fhoots forth, 

Infidious, and with curl'd envenom'd train 
Embracing horridly, at once the crew 
Into the river whirls : th' unweeting prey 
Entwifled roars, th' affrighted flood rebounds. 

Nor did the Bntifh fquadrons now furceafe 
To gall their foes o'erwhelm'd , full many felt 
In the moift element a fcorching death. 
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Pierc’d finking ; flirouded in a dufl:/ cloud 
The current flov; s, with livid miflive flames 
Boiling, as once Fergamcan Xanthus boil’d. 
Inflam’d by Vulcan, when the fwift-footed fon 
Of Peleiis to his baleful banks purfued 
The flraggling Trojans : nor lefs eager drove 
Vidorious Churchill his defponding foes 
Into the deep immenfe, that many a league 
Impurpled ran, \\ ith gufhing gore diftained. 

Thus the experienc’d valour of one man. 
Mighty in conflid, refeued harrafs’d powers 
From ruin impendent, and th’ afflidled throne 
Imperial, that once loided o’er the world, 
Suftain’d. With prudent flay, he long defer’d 
The rough contention, nor would deign to rout 
An hofl difparted ; when in union firm 
Embody’d they advanc’d, colleding all 
Their ftrength, and worthy feemed to be fubdued* 
He the proud boaflers fent, with ftern aflault, 
Down to the realms of Night, The Bntilh fouls 
(A lamentable race!) that ceas’d to breathe. 

On Landen-plains, this heavenly gladfome air. 
Exult to fee the crowding ghofts defeend 
Umiumber’d ; well aveng’d, they quit the carcs^ 
Of mortal life, and drink th’ oblivious lake*. 

Not fo the new inhabitants : they roam 
Erroneous, and difconfolate , themfelves 
Accuflng, and their chiefs, improvident 
Of military chance ; when lo I they fee. 

Through the dun mift, in Mooming beauty freih. 
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Two lovely youths, that amicably walked 
O’er verdant meads, and pleas’d, perhaps, revolv’d 
Anna’s late conquefts ; * one, to empire born. 
Egregious Prince, whofe manly childhood fhew’d 
His mingled parents, and portended joy 
Unfpeakable , t thou, his alTociate dear 
Once in this world, nor now by fate disjoin’d. 

Had thy prefiding liar propitious Ihone, 

Should’!! Churchill be ! but Heaven fevere cut Ihort 
Their fpringing years, nor would this ifle Ihould boalb 
Gifts fo important ! them the Gallic fhades 
btiiveying, read in either radiant look 
Marks of exceiJive dignity and grace. 

Delighted ; till, in one, their curious eye 
Difeerns their great fubduer’s awful mien. 

And correfponding features fear ; to them 
Confufion I fliait the airy phantoms fieet, 

With headlong bade, and dread a new purfuil^ 

The image pleas’d with joy paternal fmiks. 

Enough, OMufe. the fadly-pieafmg theme 
Leave, with thefe dark abodes, and re-afeend 
To breathe the upper air, where triumphs wait 
The conqueror, and fav’d nations* joint acclaim* 

Hark ^ how the cannon, inodenfive now. 

Gives figns of gratulation , ftruggliag crouds 
From every city iow , with ardent ga^e 
Fixt, they behold the Eritilh Guide, of %ht 
Infatiate ; whilt his great redeeming hand 

* Duke ®f Glouteiler f Mar^uri of Blanq’ford* 
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Each prince affefts to touch rcfpedful. See 
How PrafTia's King tianfpoitcd entertains 
PKs mighty gueft ' to him the ro)'al pledge, 

Plope of his realra^ commits (with better fate. 

Than to the Trojan Chief Ev aneicr gave 
Unhappy Pallas) and intieats to fnew 
The fkiil and rudiments aulfere of war. 

See, v/ith what joy, him Leopold declares 

His great Deliverer, and courts t^ accept 

Of titles, v/ith fupeiior modehy 

Better icfus’d ! Meanwhile the haughty King 

Far humbler thoug^.is now learns : defpaii, and fcai. 

Now firft he feels , his laurels all at once 

Torn from his aged head in life's extreme, 

Diffia6l his foul ! nor can great Boileau's harp 
Of various-founding wire, befl taught to calm 
Whatever paflion, and exalt the foul 
With higheft ffrains, his languid fpirits cheer : 

Rage, fhame, and grief, alternate in his breafl. 

But who can tell what pangs, wdiat (harp remorfe. 
Torment the Boian prince ^ from native foil 
Exil'd by fate, torn from the dear embrace 
Of weeping confort, and depriv’d the fight 
Of his young guiltlefs progeny, he feeks 
Inglorious fhelter, in an alien land ; 

Deplorable ! but that his mind averfe 
To right, and infincere, would violate 
His plighted faith : why did he not accept 
Friendly compofuie offer'd ? or wxll weigh 
With whom he mufl contend ? encountering fierce 

The 
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The Solymean Sultan, he overthrew 
His moony troops, returning bravely fmear’d 
With Painim blood effus'd ; nor did the Gaul 
Not find him once a baleful foe . but when. 

Of counfel rafli, ne\\ meafares he purfues, 

Hahappy Prince! (no more a Prince) he fees 

Too late his error, forc'd t' implore relief 

Of him, he once defy'd. O defiitute 

Of hope, impity'd 1 thou fhould'fi: firfi have thought 

Of perfevering fiedfafi: ; now upbraid 

Thy own inconfiant, ill-afpinng heart. 

Lo I how the Noric plains, through thy default 
Rife hilly, with large piles of flaughter'd knights, 
Befi men, that warr’d fill! firmly for their prince 
Though faithiefs, and unfhaken duty ihew'd ; 

Worthy of better end. Where cities ftood. 

Well fenc'd and numerous, defolation reigns. 

And emptmefs, difmay’d, unfed, unhous'd ; 

The wadow and the orphan firole around 
The defert wide , with oft-retorted eye 
They \ lew the gaping walls, and poor remains 
Of manfions, once their own (now loathfome haunts 
Of birds obfcene), bewailmg loud the lofs , 

Of fpoufe, or fire, or fon, ere i?ianly prime. 

Slam m fad confiift, and complain of fate 
As partial, and too rigorous , nor find 
Where to retire themfelves, or where appeafe 
Til’ affiiflive keen defire of food, expos'd 
To winds, and ftorms, and jaw's of favage beads. 
Thrice happy Albion I from the world disjoined 
VoL. X\IL S By 
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By Heaven propitious, blifsful feat of peace ! 

Learn from thy neighbours mifexies to prize 
'Thy welfare , crown’d with Nature’s choiceft gift. 
Hemote thou heaTft the dire effcft of war. 
Depopulation, void alone of fear 
And peril, whilft the difmal fymphony 
Of drums and clarions, other realms annoys. 

'fh’ Iberian feeptre undecided, here 
Engages mighty hofts in wafteful ftrife : 

F rom different climes the flow^er of youth defeends, 
Down to the Ludtanian vales, lefolv’d 
With utmoU hazard to enthrone their prince, 

Gallic or Auftrian , ha\ oc dire enfues, 

And wild uproar : the natives dubious whom 
They mufl obey, in conllernation wait. 

Till rigid conqueft will pronounce their liege. 

Nor lb the brazen voice of w ar unheard 
On the mild Latian Ihoie : what lighs and tears 
Hath Eugene caus’d ! how many wadows curfe 
Hib cleaving faulchcon f fertile foil in vaiu ! 

Whai do thy pafturcs, or thy vines avail. 

Bell boon of Heaven ’ or huge Tabuinus, cloatlTd 
With ohv es, when the cruel battle mows 
The planters, with their harveft immature ? 

See, With what outrage from the frofty north, 

'The e?rly-\aliant Swede draws forth his wings 
In battailous array, while Volga's ftream 
Sends oppofite, in fliaggy armour clad. 

Her borderers , on mutual daughter bent, 

1 he}^ rend their countries. How is Poland vext 
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With civil broils, while two eleded kings 
Contend foi fway ? unhappy nation, left 
Thus free of choice ^ The Englifh, undifturb’d 
With fuch fad privilege, fubmiCs obey 
Whom Heaven ordains fupreme, with reverence due. 
Not thraldom, in ft liberty fecure : 

Fiom fceptei’d kings, in long defcent deriv'd. 

Thou, Anna, ruled , prudent to promote 
Th / people's eafe at honie, nor dudious lefs 
Of Europe's good', to thee, of kingly light. 

Sole aibitiefs, declining thrones, and poweis 
Sue for relief, thou bid'd thy Churchill go. 

Succour rheinjui'd realms, defeat the hopes. 

Of haughty Louis, unconfin'd , he goes 
Obfequious, and the dread command fulfils. 

In one gieat day. Again thou gn'ft in chaige 
To Rookc, that he fliould let that monarch know. 

The empire of the ocean wide dihas'd 
Is thine , behold ' with winged fpeed he rides 
Undaunted o'er the labouring main t' aflert 
Thy liquid kingdoms , at his near approach 
The Gallic navies impotent tp bear 
His volly'd thunder, tom, dilTever'd, fcad>, 

And blefs the friendly luterpofmg night. 

Hail, mighty Queen* referv'd by Fate to gractr 
The new-born age . what Iiopea may we conceive 
Of future years, when to thy early reign 
Neptune fubmits his trident, and tby arras 
Already have prevail'd to th' utmoll bound. 

Hefpenan, Caipe, by AJcides iixf,. 

S z 
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Mountain fublime, that cafts a fhade of length 
Immeafurable, and rules the inland waves ! 

Let others, with infatiate thtrft of rule. 

Invade their neighbours lands, negleft the ties 
Of leagues and oaths ; this thy peculiar praife 
Be flill, to fludy right, and quell the force 
Of kings perfidious , let them learn from thee 
That neither firength, nor policy refin’d. 

Shall with fuccefs be crown’d, where juftice fails. 
Thou, with thy own content, not for thyfelf, 
Subduell regions, generous to raife 
The fupphant knee, and curb the rebel neck. 

The German boafts thy conquefts, and enjoys 
The great advantage , nought to thee redounds 
But fatisfadlion from thy confeious mind. 

Aufpicious Queen ! fince in thy realms, fecurc 
Of peace thou reign’ll, and victory attends 
Thy dillant enfigns, with compafiion view 
Europe embroil’d ; ftill thou ,(for thou alone 
Sufficient art) the jarring kingdoms ire. 
Reciprocally ruinous , fay who 
Shall wield th’ Hefperian, who the Polilh fwoid. 
By thy decree ? the trembling lands lhall hear 
Thy voice, obedient, left thy fcourge Ihould bruife 
Them ftubborn necks, and Churchill, in his wrath. 
Make them remember Blenheim wuth regret. 

Thus lhall the nations, aw’d to peace, extol 
Thy power, and jufiice: Jealoufies and Fears, 

And Hate infernal banifli’d, lhall retire 
To Mauritania, or the Badrian coafis. 


Or 
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Or Tartary, engendering difcords fell 
Araongll: the enemies of truth ; while arts 
Pacific, and inviolable love, 

Flounfn in Europe, Hail, Saturnian days 
Returning! in perpetual tenor run 
Deledable, and Ihed your influence fweet 
On virtuous Anna's head : ye happy days. 

By her reflor’d, her jufl: defigns complete. 

And, mildly on her fhining, blefs the world I 
Thus, from the noify world exempt, with eafe 
And plenty blefl, amid the mazy groves, 

(Sweet folitude !) where warbling birds provoke 
The fiknt Mufe, delicious rural feat 
Of St. John, Englifh Memmius, I prefum'd. 

To ling Britannic trophies, inexpert 
Of war, with mean attempt , while he intfent 
(So Anna's will ordains) to expedite 
His military charge no leifure finds 
To firing his charming fiiell ; but when return'd 
Confummatc Peace fiiall rear her chearful head ; 
Then (hall his Churchill, in fublimer verfe. 

For ever triumph j latefi times fhall learn 
from, fuch a Chief to fight, and Bard to fing*. 

* He was then Secretary of War- 
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ODE 

AD HJLNRICUM ST. JOHK, ARMJG. 3706* 

O Qui recifae finibus Indicis 

Bcni^nus herbae, das mihi cli\ item 
Haunre fuccum, et fauveolentes 
Ssrpe tubis iteraie fumos ; 

Qai folus acii refpicis afperum 
Siti palatum, proluis ct mero, 

Dulcem elaborant cui faporem 
Hefperii pretiumqae, foies : 

Ecquid reponam muneris omnium 
Exors bonorum ? prome reconditum, 

Pimplcsa, carmen, defiderque 
Ad numeros, age, tende chordas, 

Ferri fccundo mens avet impetu. 

Qua cygnifojrmes per liqiudum aetbera, 

Te, diva, vim prasbente, vates 
Expiicuit venufinus alas : 

Solers modonim, feu piierum trucemj^ 

Cum matre flava, feu caneret rofas 
Et Vina, cyrrhasis Hetrufeum 
Rite beans equitem fub antris. 

At non Lyaei vis generofior 
AfHuxitiili, fsepe licet cadum 
Jadet Falernum, faspe Chise 
Munera, Ijetitiamqiie teilce. 
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ODE AD HENRICUM ST. JOHN, z6$ 

Fatronus illi non fuit artmm 
Celebnorum , fed nec amantior 

Nec charus asque. O I qua? medullas 
Flamma fubit, tacitofque fenfus I 
Pertentat, ut teque et tua muncra 
Gratus recorder, merciirialuim 
Frmceps virorum 1 ct ipfe 
Cukor, et ufque colende Mafis I 

Sed me minantem grandu defiut 
Receptus sgre fpiritus, ilia 

Dum pulfat ima, ac inquietum 
Tuflis agens fine more pedus* 

Ake petito quaffat anhelitii ; 

Funella plane, ni mihl balfamum 
Dikillet in venas, tuseque 
Lems opem ferat haullu:> lu 

Hanc fumo, parcis et tibi poculis 
Libo falutem ; quin precor, optima 
Ut ufque conjux fofpitetur, 

Peipetuo recreans amore. 

Tc confukntem militise fuper 
Rebus togatum* Made I tori decus, 

Formofa cui Francifea celTit, 

Cnne placens, niveoque collo ! 

Qnam Gratiarum cura decentium 
O I O i labeilis cui Venus infidet f 
Tu forte felix : me Maria 
Macerat (ah miferuml) videndo: 

S4 



i64 J. PHILIPS’S POEMS. 

Mana, quse me iidereo mens 
Obliqua vulta per meditim jecur 
Trajecit, atque excuffit omnes 
Protmus ex animo puellas, 

Hanc ulla mentis fpe mihi mutuae 
Utcunque defit, node, die vigil 
Sufpiro 5 nec jam vina fomnos 
Kec revocant, tua dona, fumi» 


N 
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ODE 

TO HENRY ST, JOHN, ESQJJIRB, 1706 

O Thou, from IndiA’s fruitful foil. 

That doll that fovereign herb f prepare. 

In whofe rich fumes I lofe the toil 
Of life, and every anxious care : 

While from the fragrant lighted bovj 1 
I fuck new life into my foul. 

Thou, only thou ! art kind to view 
The parching flames that I fuftain ; 

Which with cool draughts thy calks fubdue. 

And walh away the thirfty pain 
With wines, whofe Hrength and tafte w^e prize. 

From Latian funs and nearer Ikies. 

O ! fay, to blefs thy pious love. 

What vows, what offerings, Ihall I bring ? 

Since I can fpare, and thou approve. 

No other gift, O hear me ling } 

In numbers Phoebus does infpire. 

Who firings for thee the charming lyre, 

* This piece was tranllated hy the Reverend Thomas New 
comb, M. A. of Corpus Clniili College, Oxoia. 
f Tobacco. 
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Alofr, abcnc the Ilquivi 

J i,r>.tch iry uing, ..nd fain v'culd go 
'A ] K rc Rom*, s Av t fu am did !nl )m vy ; 

And fcajiHg, left tl'c clouds bclovv , 

I’he MuL invoking to c^nLie 
With ftrcngth hio pinions, as lie Hew* 

Vv’hetlier he Tings gieat Beat ty*s pr^ lia, 

Lo\e"a gentle pain, or render woes ; 

Or clioofe, the Tub^ect of hiS Ia>s> 

1 he hlufliing grape, or bl >o '‘ing rofe : 

Or near cool Cyrrhab rocky fprings 
Maecenas hftens while ho fin or*;, 

O 

Yet he no nobler draught could boafl, 

PIis Mufe or mufic to infpire. 

Though all Falernu purple coart: 

Flow’d in each glaT, to lend him nie; 
And on his tables us’d ro fmile 
The vintage of rich CIiio’s ifle. 

Maecenas deign’d to hear his fongs. 

His Mufe extoli’d, his voice approv’d : 

To thee a fairer fame belongs. 

At once more pleafing, more belov’d. 

Oh ^ teach ray heart to bound its flame. 

As I record thy love and fame* 

Teach me the partion to rertiain. 

As I my grateful homage bring ; 

And lart: in Phoebus’ humble train, 

1 he rtrrt and brightefi: genius Tng, 
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The Mufes favourite pleas’d to li^e^ 

Pacing them back the fame they give. 

JBut oh ! as greatly I aipire 

To tell my love, to Ipeak thy praijfl% 

BoafHng no more its ipnghdy fire, 

My bofom heaves, my voice deca} s ; 

With pam I touch the mournful firing. 

And pant and languifh as I ling. 

Faint Nature now demands that breath. 

That feebly flrives thy worth to iing I 
And would be hufh’d, and lofl in death. 

Did not thy care kind fuccours bring f 
Thy pitying cafks my foul fuilain. 

And call new life in every vein. 

The fober glafs I now behold. 

Thy health, with fair Ftantifca’s join, 

Wifhing her cheeks may long unfold 
Such beauties, and be ever thine ; 

No chance the tender joy remove. 

While fhe can pleafe, and thou canft love. 

Thus while by you the Britifh arms 
Triumphs and diflant fame purfue ; 

The yielding Fair refigns her charms. 

And gives you leave to conquer too ; 

Her fnowy neck, her breafl, her eyes. 

And all the nymph becomes your prize. 


What 
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What comely grace, what beauty fmiles ! 

Upon her lips what fweetnefs dwells ! 

Not Love himfelf fo oft beguiles. 

Nor Venus ielf fo much excels. 

What different fates our paiTions fhare. 

While you enjoy, and I defpairl 

Maria’s form as I furvey. 

Her fmiles a tlioufand wounds impart ; 

Each feature fteals my foul away. 

Each glance deprives me of my heart I 
And chafing thence each other Fair, 

Leaves her own image only there. 

Although my anxious breaft deljpair. 

And fighing, hopes no kind return 5 
Yet, for the lov’d relentlefs Fair, 

By night I v/ake, by day I burn ! 

Noi can thy gifts, foft Sleep, fupply. 

Or footh my, pains, or clofe my eye. 

Mjfs Mary Meers, daughter of the late Principal of Braaca- 
Nofe College, Oxon. 
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CYDER. 
A POEM, 

IN TWO BOOKS. 

Honos eiit huic quoque Porno •*'* Virg» 


BOOK !• 

W H AT foil the apple loves, what care 5s due 

To orchats, timeliell: when to prefs the fruits. 
Thy gift, Pomona, in Miltonian verfe 
Adventurous I prefume to fmg ; of verfe 
Nor fkilPd, nor fludious : but my native foil 
I^ivitcs me, and the theme as yet unfung. 

Ye Ariconian knights, and fair'll dames. 

To whom propitious Heaven thefe bieffings grants. 
Attend my kys, nor hence difdain to learn. 

How Nature’s gifts may be improv’d by art. 

And thou, O Moftyn, whofe benevolence. 

And candor^ oft experienc’d, me vouchfaPd 
To kmt in fnendflnp, giowing liill with years. 

Accept this pledge of gratitude and love. 

May It a lading monument remain 
Of dear refped , that, when this body frail 
Is molder’d itoto dud, and I become 

As 
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As I bad never been, late times may know 
I once was bicfb’d in fuch a rnatclilcfs f riend ! 

Whoever expedls his labouring trees Qsould bend 
With fruitage, and a kindly hiirvelr } ieid. 

Be this his firft concern, to find a tract 
.Impervious to the winds, begirt with hills 
That intercept the Hyperborean bialls 
Tempeiluous, and coki Kurus' nipping force. 
Noxious to feeble buds : but to the u cil 
Let him free entrance grant, let Zephyrs blaml 
Adminifter their tepid genial airs ; 

Nought fear he from the weft, whofe gentle warmth 
Difclofes ^vell the earth's all-tecming womb. 
Invigorating tender feeds whofe breath 
Nurtures the Orange, and the Citron groves, 
Hefperian fruits, and wafts their odors fweet 
Wide through the air, and diftant fhores perfumes., 
Nor only do the hills exclude the winds : 

But when the blackening clouds in fprinkling fhow’er&i 
Diftil, from the high fummits down tlie rain 
Runs trickling j with the fertile moifture cheer'd, 
ni’he Orchats fmile ; joyous the farmers fee 
Their thriving plants, and blefs the heavenly dew.. 

Next let the planter, with diferetion meet. 

The force and genius, of each fpil explore 
To what adapted, .what fhuns.averfe : 

Without this neqeftary care, in vain 
He hopes an apple-vintage, and invokes 
Pomona's aid ia vain... The mUy fields. 

Rejoicing in rich mold, njoft an^plc fruit 


Of 
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Of beauteous form produce ; pleafmg to fights 
But to the tongue inelegant and flat. 

So Nature has decreed ; fo oft we fee 
Men pafling fair, in outv^ard line*iments 
Elaborate, lefs, inwardly, exad. 

Nor from the fable ground exped fuccefs 
Nor from cretaceous, flubbora and jejune ; 

The Mufl, of pallid hue, declares the foil 
Devoid of fpirit , wretched he, that quaffs 
Such wheyifh liquors, oft with cohe pangs. 

With pungent colic pangs diflrcfs*d he'll roar. 

And toffa, and turn, and cuife th^ unwhclfome draughto. 
But, farmer, look where full-ear’d fhcaves of rye 
Grow wavy on the tilth, that foil feled 
Foi apples , thence thy induflry fhall gain 
Ten-fold rcvvard , thy garners, thence with flore 
Surcharg'd, fhall buil: thy prefs with pureft juice 
Shall flow, which, in revohing yeais, may try 
Thy feeble feet, and bind thy faltering tongue. 

Such is the Kentchurch, fuch Dantzeyan ground,. 

Such thine, O learned Biome, and C?pe] fuch, 
Wilhflan Burlton, muth-lov d Geers his Marfli, 

And Sutton-acres, drench'd with regal blood 
Of Ethelbert, when to th' unhallow'd feafl 
Of Mercian OfFa he in\ ited came. 

To treat of fpoufals ; long connubial joys 
He promis’d to himfelf, allufd by fair 
EIfnda’s beauty , but deluded dy'd 

In height of hopes oh ! hardell fate, t’o fall 

B;" flicw of liiendflup, and pretended love 1 


I nor 
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I nor advife, nor reprehend the choice 
Of Marcicy-hill ; the apple no where finds 
A kinder mold : yet 'tis nnfafe to traft 
Deceitful ground : who knows but that, once morC;, 
This mount may journey, and, his prefent fite 
Forfaking, to thy neighbour’s bounds transfer 
ITe goodly plants, affording matter drange 
For law-debates * ? if therefore thou incline 
To deck this rife with fruits of \aiious tafles. 

Fail not by frequent vows t’ implore fuccefs; 

Thus piteous Heaven may fix the wandering glebe* 

' ‘But if (for Natuic doth not fhare alike 
Her gifts) an bappy foil fitoald be withheld; 

If a penurious clay fhould be thy lot. 

Or rough unwieldy earth, nor to the plough. 

Nor to the cattle kind, with Tandy dones 
And'gravwl o’er-abounding, think it not 
Beneath thy toil, the duuiy pear-tree heie 
Will rife luxuriant, and with loughed root 

* February the feventh, 1571, ?t fix o'clock b the evenbg, 
^his hill roured itfelf with a roaring noife, and by feven the next 
»iornmg had moved foity paces ; it kept moving for thiee days 
together, carrying with it beep in their cote^ hedge.rows and 
trees, and m its paltage overthrew Kinna/lon Chappie, and turned 
twp highways near an hundred yards from their former pofition. 
The ground thu,e moved was about twenty fix acres, which opened 
hleir, and cariled the earth before it for four hundred yards fpace, 
leaving that which was paftaie m the pU^e of the tillage, and 
the tillage oveilpread w'tli p^fture. See Speed’s Account of He- 
rcibraihire, page 49, and Camden’s Butannia. 
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Pierce the obftrufting grit, and reilive maric. 
Thus* nought is ufdicn, made ; nor is there land, 
Bat what, orof itfelf, or clfecompelFd, 
Affords advantage. On the barren heath 
The fhepherd tends his flock, that daily crop 
Their verdant dinner from the mofly turf. 
Sufficient ; after them the cackling goofe, 
Ciofe-grazer, finds wherewith to cafe her want* 
What ihould I more i Ev'n on the cliffy heighc 
Of Penmenmaur, and that cloud-piercmg hill, 
Plinlimmon, from afar the traveller kens 
Aftoiiifii'd, how the goats their fhrubby biowze 
Gnaw pendent ; nor untrembling canlt thou fee,. 
How from a feraggy rock, whofe prominence 
Half overfhades the ocean, hardy men, 

Fearlefs of rending winds, and dafliing waves. 
Cut famphire, to excite the fqueamifh guft 
Of pamper’d luxury. Then, let thy ground 
Not lye unlabor’d ; if the richeft ftem 
Refufe to thrive, yet who would doubt to plant 
Somewhat, that may to human ufe redound. 

And penury, the worfl: of ills, remove ? 

There are, who, fondly iludious of increafe. 
Rich foreign mold on their ill-natur’d land 
Induce laborious, and with fattening muck 
JBefniear the roots ; in vain! the nurfling grove 
Seems fair a while, cherifli’d with foftcr earth : 
But when the alien pompofi is exhaufl. 

It’s native poverty again prevails. 
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Though this art fails, defpond not ; little pains> 
In a due hour employ’d, great profit yield. 

Th’ indollrious, when the Sun in Leo rides, 

And darts his fultViefi: beams, portending drought,. 
Forget, not at the foot of every plant 
To fink a circling trench, and daily pour 
A ujft fupply of alimental fireams, 

Ek! anfied fap recruiting , elfe falfe hopes 
He cheiiihcs, nor will his fruit expedl: 

'lid autinnnrd feafon, but, m fummer’s piide, 

When other orchats fmile, aborthefail. 

Ihus the great light of heaven, that in his coitnc 
Sim^eys and quickens all things, often pro\cs 
Noxious to planted fields, and often men 
Peiceive his influence dir^s fweltering they run 
To grots, and cates, and the cool umbiage feck 
Of woven arborets, and oft the nils 
J^tiii fireaming fiefli revifit, to allay 
Tlinil inextmguifhable t but if the fpring 
Picceding fhould be deflitute of rain. 

Or blad feptentrional with bruiliing wings 
Sweep up the fmoky mifls, and vapouis damp. 

Then woe to mortals 1 Titan then exeits 
His heat intenfe, and on our vitals preys , 

Then maladies of various kinds, and names 
Unknown, malignant fe\ ers, and that foe 
To blooming beauty, which imprints the face 
Of fairefi: n^mpfii, and checks our growing love. 
Reign fai and near; grim Death in difleicnt fhape‘> 
Depopulates tiie nations; thoufands fall 
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His victims; youths, and virgins, in their ibwcr, 
Relu^^ant die, and lighing leave their loves 
U'nfimfh’d, by intbdlious heaven dedroy'd* 

Such heats prevail'd, when jfiu'r Eliza, lail 
Of Winchcomb's name (next thee in blood and worth, 
O faireft St. John 1) left this toilfome world 
In beauty’s prime, and fadden'd all the year ; 

Nor could her virtues, nor repeated vows 
Of thoufand lovers, the relentkfs hand 
Of Death arreft ; fhe with the vulgar fell. 

Only dillinguifh'd by this humble vcrle. 

But if it plcafe the fun's intemperate force 
To know’i attend ; whilft I of ancient fame 
The annals trace, and image to thy mind. 

How our fore-fathers, (Incklefs men !) ingulft 
By the wide-yawning earth, to Stygian fl'.avloa 
Went quick, in one fad fepulchre inclos'd. 

In elder days, ere yet the Roman bands 
Viblorious, this our other world fubdued, 

A fpacious city Hood, with firnicft walls 
Sure mounded, and with numerous turrets crownM,. 
Aerial fpircs, and citadels the feat 
Of Kings, and heroes refolute in %var. 

Fam'd Ariconium : unconrrol'd and free. 

Till all-fubduing Latian arms prevail'd. 

Then alfo, though to foreign yoke fubnifs,. 

She undemolilh'ci flood, and cv 'n till now 
Perhaps had flood, of ancient Britiih art 
A plcafing monument, not iefs admir'd 
1‘han what from Attic, or Etrufean hands 
T i 
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Arofe ; had not the heavenly Powers averfe 
Decreed her final doom : for now the fields 
Labour'd with thirft; Aquarius had not fhed 
His wonted fhowers, and Sirius parch’d with heat 
Solllitial the green herb . hence 'gan relaN: 

The ground’s contexture, hence Tartarian dregs. 
Sulphur, and nitrous fpume, enkindling fierce. 
Bellow’d within their darkfome caves, by far 
More difmal than the loud difploded roar 
Of brazen enginry, that ceafelefs fiorm 
The baftion of a welhbuilt city, deem’d 
Impregnable : th’ infernal winds, till now 
Clofely imprifon’d, by Titanian aimth 
Dilating, and with unflu ous vapours fed, 

Difdain’d their narrow cells , and, their full Urcngth 
Coliefling, from beneath the folid mafs 
Upheav’d, and all her callles rooted deep 
Shook from their lowed feat : old Vaga’s llream. 
Forc’d by the fudden fhock, her wonted track 
Forfook, and drew her humid tram aflope, 

C rankling her banks . and now the lowering fky. 
And baleful lightning, and the thunder, voice 
Of angry Oods, that rattled folemn, dlfmaid 
The finking hearts of men. Where fhould they turn 
Dillrefs’d ? whence feek for aid ? when from below 
Hell threatens, and ev’n Fate fupreme gives figns 
Of wrath and defolation ? vain were vows. 

And plaints, and fuppliant hands to lieavcn erefl I 
Yet fome to fanes repair’d, and humble rites 
Perform’d to Thor, and Woden, labied gods. 
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Who with their votaries in one rom fhar^l, 

Crufii'd, and o'erwhelraM. Others in frantic mood 
Run howling through the Jdreets, their hideous yelL 
Rend the dark welkin ; Horror ftalks around# 
"Wild-ilaring, and, his fad concomitant# 

Defpair, of abjeft look : at every gate 
The thronging populace with hady ilrides 
Prefs furious, and, too eager of efcape, 

Obftrud the eafy way ; the rocking town 
Supplants their footfleps ; to, and fro, they reel 
Adomfh’d, as o*er-chargM with wine; when lo! 

The grqund aduft her riven mouth difparrs. 

Horrible chafm; profound I with fwiit defeent 
Old Aiiconium finks, and all her tribes. 

Heroes, and fenators, down to the realms 
Of endkfs night. Meanwhile, the loofen’d winds 
Infill iate, molten rocks and llarnmg globes 
PlurPd high above the clouds; till all their ioice 
Confum’d, her ravenous jaws tld earth fatiate closM* 
'■jlius this fair city fell, of which the name 
^Survives alone , nor is there found a mark, 

"VI’ hereby the curious paffengcr mav lt*arn 
Her ample hte, fave coins, and mouldering urns# 

And huge unwieldy bones, laihng remains 
Of that gigantic race; which, as he bieAs 
1 he clotted glebe, the plowman haply finds. 

Appall'd. Upon that treacherous tra£l of land. 

She vvhilomc itood ; now Ceres, in her prime, 

Smiks fertile, and with ruddieft freight bcdcikVi, 

I'he ai-^Ic-trec, by oiix loice-fatlicrs bjooi 
Td 
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iprov’d, that now recalls die devious Mufe, ^ 
rging her deftin’d labours to purfue, 

The prudent will obferve, what pailions reign 
. vaiious plants (for not to nlan aloncj 
Jt all the wdde creation. Nature gave 
Dve, and averfion) . evcrlafting hate 
he Vine to Ivy bears, nor lefs abhors 
he Colev, ords ranknefs , but with amorous twine 
[afps the tall Elm : the Pasftan Rofe unfolds 
er bud more lovely, near the fetid Leek, 

)reft of flout Britons), and inhances thence 
he price of her celeftial feent : the Gourd, 
ad thirfty Cucumber, when they perceive 
h' approaching Olive, with refentment fly 
er fatty fibres, and with tendrils creep 
Lverfe, detefting contad ; whilfl the Fig 
mtemns not Rue, nor Sage's humble leaf, 
ofe-neighbouring : th' Herefordian plant 
reflex freely the dontiguous Peach, 
izel, and weight-refifting Palm, and likes 
approach the Quince, and the Elder's pithy flem ; 
leafy, feated by funereal Yeugh, 

Walnut, /whofe malignant touch impairs 
I generous fruits), or near the bitter dews 
' Cherries. Therefore weigh the habits well 
plants, how they aflbciate beft, nor let 
neighbourhood corrupt thy hopeful graffs. 
iVould’fl thou thy \ats with gen'rous juice fhould 
froth ? 

rpe^ thy orchats , think not, that the trees 

Spontaneous 
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Undamaged, and their marriageable arms 
Conjoin with others. So Silurian plants 
Admit the Peach’s odoriferous globe. 

And Pears of fundry forms; at dilercnt times 
Adopted Plumbs will alien branches grace ; 

And men have gather’d from the Hawthorn’s branch 
Large Medlars, imitating regal crowns. 

Nor is. it hard to beautify each month 
With files of particolor’d fruits, that pleafe 
The tongue, and view’’, at once. So Maro’s Mule, 
Thrice facred Mufe I commodious precepts gives 
Inftrudive to the fvvains, not wholly bent 
On what is gainful. : fometimes Ihe diverts 
From folid counfels, Ihews the force of love 
In favage bealls ; how virgin, face divine 
Attrads the belplefs youth through llorms and waves,, 
Alone, in deep of night : Then fhe deferibes 
The Scythian winter, nor. difdains to ling. 

How under, ground the rude Riphaan race 
Mimic brilk Cyder with the brakes produjft wild ;; 
Sloes pounded. Hips, and Servis’ harlheft juice.. 

Let fage experience teach thee all the arts. 

Of grafting and in-eyeing ; when to lop 
The Sowing branches what trees anfwer belh 
From root,, or kernel : fhe will bed the hours 
Of harveft, and feed -time declare; by her 
The different qualities of things were found. 

And fecret motions ; how with heavy bulk 
Volatile Hermes, fluid and unmoifl, 

^riounts on the wings, of air to her we owe 
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The Indian weed unknown to ancient times* 
Nature's choice gift, whofe acrimonious fume 
Extrads fuperfluous juices, and refines 
The blood diftemper'd from its noxious falts; 

Friend to the fpirits, which with vapors bland 
It gently mitigates, companion lit 
Of pleafantry, and wine , nor to the !')ards 
Unfriendly, when they to the vocal Iheil 
Warble melodious their well-Iabor'd fongs* 

She found the polifii'd glafs, w^hofe fmall convex 
Enlarges to ten millions ot degrees 
The mite, invifible elfe, of Nature's hand 
Leaft animal ; and Ihcws, what laws of life 
The cheefednhabitants obferve, and how 
Fabrick their manfions in ihe harden'd milk. 
Wonderful artifls ! but the hidden ways 
Of Nature wouM’ft thou know ? how firft fhc frames 
All things in miniature ? thy fpecular orb 
Apply to well-diffeded kernels ; Jo ! 

Stiange forms arife, in each a little plant 
Unfolds Its boughs : obferve the iknder threads 
Of fiift beginning trees, their roots, their kaves,. 

In narrow feeds deferib'd , thou 'It wondering fay* 

An inmate orchat every apple boalls. 

Thus all things by experience arc dtfplay'd. 

And moft improv'd. Then feduloully think 
To meliorate thy Rock ; no way, or rule. 

Be unaflay’^d ; prevent the morning ftar 

* Tob4CCo, 


Affiduous. 
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Affiduous, nor with the weftem fun 
Surceafe to work ; lo I thoughtful of thy gaiiij^ 

Not of iny own, I all the hve-long day 
Coiifume in meditation deep, reclofe 
From human converfe, nor, at jfhut of c\e-, 

Enjoy repofe ; but oft at midnight lamp 
Ply my bram-racking ftudies, if by chance 
Thee I may counfel right , and oft this care 
Difturbs me flumbering. Wilt thou then repine 
To labour for thylelf ? and rather choofe 
To lie fupinely, hoping Heaven will blefs 
Thy flighted fruits, and give thee bread unearn'd ? 

"Twill profit, when the ilork, fworn foe of fnakcs. 
Returns, to fhew compaflion to thy plants. 

Fatigu'd with breeding. Let the arched knife 
cll lharpen'd now aflail the fpreading fhades 
Of vegetables, and their thirfty limbs 
Diflever : for the genial moifture, due 
To apples, otherwife mifpends itfelf 
In barren twigs, and for th’ expefted crop. 

Nought but vain fiioots, and empty leaves abound. 

When fwelling^buds their odorous foliage flied. 

And gently harden into fruit, the wife 
Spare not the little offsprings, if they grow 
Redundant ; but the thronging clufters thin 
Ey kind avulfion : elfe the ftarveling brood. 

Void of fufficient fuflenance, will yield 
A flender autumn ; which the niggard foul 
Too late fhall weep, and curfe his thrifty hand. 

That would not timely cafe the ponderous boughs. 


It 
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It much conduces, all the cares to know 
Of gardening, how to fcare nocHurnal thieves. 

And how the little race of birds that hop 
From fpray to fpray, fcooping the colllicfl fruit 
Infatiate, undiiiuib’d. Prkpus" lorm 
Avails, but little , rather guaid each row 
With the lalfe terrors ol a hrciithlefs. kite. 

This done, the timorous ilotk with fwiftcfl wing 
Scud through the air; their fancy reprefents 
liii. mortal talons, and his ravenous beak 
Deftrudive ; glad to Ihun his holhle gripe, 

They quit their thefts, and unfrequent the fields. 

Befides, the filthy fwdne will ofi invade 
Thy firm inciofure, and with delving fnout 
The rooted fored undermine : forthwith 
Halloo thy furious mafiifF, bid him vex 
^'ho noxious herd, and print upon their ears, 

A fad memorial of their pall oiiencf. 

The flagrant Froc}on will not fail to bring 
Large fhoals of flow houle-bcaring fnails that creep 
O'er the ri|x; fruitage, paring fliniy trads 
In the fleck nnds, and unpred Cyder drink. 

No art averts this peft ; on thee it lies. 

With morning and with evening hand to rid 
The preying reptiles ; nor, if wife, wilt thou 
Decline this labour, which xcfelf rewards 
W^ith pleafing gain, whilfi: the warm limbec drawa 
Salubrious waters from the noemt brood. 

Myriads of wafps now alfo cluftering hang, 

And drain a fpurioas hone) from thy groves. 


Tieif 
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Their winter food ; though oft repuls'd, agaia 
They rally, undifmay'd ; but fraud viith eafc 
Enfnares the noifome fwarms ; let every bough 
Bear frequent vials, pregnant with the dregs 
Of Moyle, or Mum, or Treacle's vifeous juice ; 
They, by th’ alluring odor drawn, in haile 
Fly to the dulcet cates, and crouding f p 
Their palatable bane , joyful thou *it fee 
The clammy furface all o'er-Hrown with tribes 
Of greedy infeds, that with fruitlefs toil 
Flap filmy pennons oft, to extricate 
Their feet, in liquid lhackles bound, till death 
Bereave them of their worthlefs fouls : fuch doom 
Waits luxury, and lawlefs love of gain I 
Howe'er thou may'fi: forbid external force* 

Inteftine evils will prevail ; damp airs. 

And rainy winters, to the centre pierce 
The firmeli: fruits, and by unfeen decay 
The proper relifh vitiate : then the grub 
Oft unobferv'd invades the vital core. 

Pernicious tenant, and her fecret cave 
Enlarges hourly, preying on the pulp 
Ceafelefs ; meanwhile the apple’s outward fon» 
DeledabSe the witlefs fwain beguiles. 

Till, with a writhen mouth, and fpattering noife* 

He taftes the bitter morfel, and rejeds 
DiCrelilht ; not with lefs furprize, than when 
Embattled troops with flowing banners pafs 
Through flowery meads delighted, nor diflrufl 
The fmilmg furface whiM the caveni'd ground. 

With 
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With grain incentive ftor'd, by fudden blaze 
Bnrfls fatal, and involves the hopes of war. 

In fiery whirls ; full of viaorious thoughts. 

Torn and difmcrabred, they aloft expire. 

Now turn thine eye to \iew Alcinous' groves. 

The pride of the Fhseacian ifle, from whence. 
Sailing the fpaces of the boundkfs deep. 

To Ariconium precious fruits arriv'd : 

The Pippin burnilht o'er with gold, the Mo}le 
Of fweeteft honeyed tafte, the fiiir Fcrmain 
Temper'd, like coiniielt nymph, with red and white* 
Salopian acres fiourilh with a growth 
Peculiar, ftyPd the Ottley : be thou firll 
This Apple to tranfplant, if to the name 
Its merit anfwers, no where lhalt thou find 
A wine more priz'd, or laudable of talk. 

Nor does the EJioc leafi deferve thy care. 

Nor John- Apple, whofe wither'd rind, intrcncht 
With many a furrow, aptly reprefents 
Decrepid age, nor that from Harvey nam'd, 
Quick-relifhing : why fliould we fmg the Thrift, 
Codling, or Pomroy, or of pimpled coat 
The Rufiet, or the CatVHead's weighty orb, 
Enormous in its growth, for various ufe 
Though thefe are meet, though after full repafl: 

Are oft requir'd, and crown the rich deflert ? 

What, though the Pear-tree rival not the worth 
Of Ariconian prodikls ? yet her freight 
Is not contemn'd, yet her wide-branching arms 
Bell fereen thy m^nfionfrom dxe fervent Dog 


Adverfe 
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Adverfe to life; the \vintoi) hurricanes 
In vain employ their roar, her trunk immov'd 
Breaks the llrong onfet, and controk their lage^ 
Chiefly the Bofbiiry, whofe large incrcaie. 

Annual, in fumptuous banquets claims appktife. 
Thrice-acceptable beverage I could but art 
Subdue the floating lee, Pomona's felt 
Would dread thy praife, and fliun the dubious flrifiv 
Be it thy choice, when fummer-heats annoy. 

To fit beneath her leafy canop)v 
Quaffing rich liquids 1 oh I how fweet t' enjo}v 
At once her fruits, and hofpitable fhade I 
But how with equal numbers fhall we match 
The Mufk’s furpafllng worth ; that earlieft gives 
Sure hopes of racy wine, and in its youth. 

Its tender nonage, loads the fpreading boughs 
With large and yuicy offspring, that defies 
The vernal mppings, and cold fyderal blafls I 
Yet let her to the Red-ftre^k yield, that once ' 

Was of the Sylvan kind, miciviHiz'd, 

Of no regard, till Scudamore's Mlful hantJ 
Improv'd her, and by courdy difeipline 
Taught her the favage nature to forget : 

Hence flyPd the Scudamorean plant, whofe wine 
W^hoever tafles, let him with grateful heart 
Refped that ancient loyal houfe, and wifh 
The nobler peer, that now tranfeends our hopes 
In early worth, his country's juftefl: pride. 
Uninterrupted joy, and health entire. 

Let every tree in every garden own 

The 
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The Red-flreak as fupreme, whofe pulnous froit 
With gold irradiate, and vermilion fhines 
1 empting, not fatal, as the birth of that 
Primaeval interdided plant that v^'on 
Fond Eve in haplefs hour to talte, and die* 

This, of more bounteous influence^ infpircs 
Poetic raptures, and the lowly Mufe 
Kindles to loftier drains ; even I perceive 
Her facred virtue. See I the numbers flow 
Eafy, whild, chear’d with her neflareous juice> 
Hers, and my country's praifes I exalt. 

Had Herefordian plant, that dofl: difdain 

J\II other fields i Heaven's fweeteft bleffing, hailP 

Be tliou the copious matter of my fong. 

And thy choice Nedar 5 on which always waits 
laughter, and fport, and care-beguiling wit. 

And friendfliip, chief delight of human life. 
What fhould we wifh for more ? or why, in queff 
Of foreign vintage, infmcerc, and mixt, 

'rraverfe th' extremefl world ? why tempt the rage 
Of the lough ocean ? when our native glebe 
Imparts, from bounteous womb, annual recruits 
Of wdne deledable, that fax furmounts 
Gallic, or Latin Grapes, or thofe that fee 
The fetting fun near Caipc's towering height. 

Nor let the Rhodian, nor the Lefbian vines 
Vaunt their rich Mud, nor let Tokay contend 
For fovereignty ; Phanaeus felf mod bow 
To th' Ariconian \ales : And fhall we doubt 
T' improve our vegetable wealth, or kt 


The 
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The foil lie idle, which, with fit maniire. 

With krgeft ufury repay, alone 
Impowercd to fnpply what Nature alls 
Frugal, or what nice appetite requirc.s ? 

The meadows here, with battening ooze enrich\l. 
Give fpirit to the grafs ; three cubits high 
The jointed herbage Ihoots; th" unfallow'd glebe 
Yearly overcomes the granaries with ftorc 
Of golden wheat, the ftrength of human life. 

Lo, on auxiliary poles, the Hops 
Afcending fpiral, rang'd in meet array I 
Lo, how the arable with barley-grain 
Stands thick, o'erfhadow'd, to the thirfty hind 
Tranfporting profpedl thefe, as modern nfe 
Ordains, infus'd, an auburn drink coropofe, 
Wholefome, of deathlefs fame. Here, to the fight. 
Apples of price, and plenteous fheaves of corn. 

Oft interlac'd occur, and both imbibe 
Fitting congenial juice , fo rich the foil. 

So much does fruduous moiliure o'er-abound ! 

Nor are the hills unamiable, wliofe tops 
To heaven afpire, aiFording profped fweet 
To human ken ; nor at their feet the vales 
Defcending gently, where the lowing herd 
Chew verdurous paflure ; nor the yellow fields 
Gaily* enterchang'd, with rich variety 
Pleafing; as when an Emerald green, enchas'd 
In flamy gold, from the bright mafs acquires 
A nobler hue, more delicate to fight. 

Next add the Sylvan lhades, and fiient groves. 


(Haunt 
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I Haunt of the Druids) whence the earth is fed 
With copious fuelj whence the ilurdy oak, 

A prince's refuge once, th* eternal guard 
Of England's throne, by fvs-eatiiig peafants fill'd. 
Stems the vaft main, and bears trcmencloiw war 
To diiiant nations, or with fov'ran (way 
Awes the divided world to peace and lote* 

Why fhould the Chalybes, or Bilboa boad 
Their harden'd iron; when our mines produce 
As perfetfl martial ore ? can Tmolus' head 
Vie with our faffiron odors ? or the fleece 
Boetic, or fined: Tarcntine, compare 
With Lemder's fdken wool ? where ifha}! we find 
Men more undaunted, for their country’s weai 
More prodigal of life ? in ancient days 
The Roman legions, and great Caefar, found 
Our fathers no mean foes ; and Crefi}- \ plains, 

And Agincourt, deep-ting’d with blood, conieft 
What the Silures vigor unwithdood 
Could do in rigid light ; and chiefly what 
Brydges’ wide-wading hand, fird garter’d Knight, 
Puiflant author of great Chandos’ dem, 

Pligh Chandos, that tranfmits paternal worth. 
Prudence, and ancient prowefs, and renown, 

T’ his noble offspring# 0 thnee-happy peer! 

That, bled with hoary vigor, view’d thyfelf 
Frefh blooming in thy generous fon j whofe Hps, 
Flowing with nervous eloquence cxa^l. 

Charm the wife Senate, and attention wdn 
In deeped councils : Ariconium pleas’d, 

VouXVIL U Him, 
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Him, as her chofen worthy, firft falutei. 

Him on th* Iberian, on the Gallic Iborc, 

Plim hardy Britons biefs ; his Liithf d hand 
Conveys new courage from afar, nor more 
The GeneraPs condud, than his care avails* 

Thee alfo, glorious branch of Cccirs line. 

This country claims ; with pride and joy to thee 

Thy Altercnnis calls : yet fhe intiures 

Patient thy ahrcncc, fmcc thy prudent choice 

Has fix'd thee in die Mufe^’ faircfi feat 

Where + Aldrich reigns, and fiom his endlefs Hoic 

Of univerfal knowledge dill fupplies 

His noble care , he generous thoughts indils 

Of true nobility, their country’s love, 

(Chief end of life) and forms their dudilc mindf 
To human virtues by his genius led. 

Thou foon in every art pre-eminent 

Shalt grace this ifle, and rife to Burleigh s fame. 

Plail high-born peer I and thou, great nurfe of arts^. 
And men, from whence confpicuOus patriots fpring, 
Hanmer, and Bromley ; thou, to whom with tiuc 
Refpeef Wintoma bows, and joyful owns 
I'hy mitred offspring ; be for ever bled 
With like examples, and to future times 
Proficuou^!, ftich a race of men produce,. 

As, in the caufc of virtue firm, may Ei 

■* Oxford. 

-J Dr. Aldr.cih, Dean of Chnft. Church# 
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Her tlironc inviokfe. Hear, rc Gmk, ilii*; vmy 
From one, the meanefl in her fnimerous fraia ; 

Though meaneft, not leafl flirdiot!*! of her praif(\ 
Mufe, raifc thy voice to Beafilorr's fpodefj fame, 

To Beaufort, in a long dcfcent dcriml 
From royal anceHry, of kingly right^J 
Faithful aficrters, in him centering meet 
Their glorious virtue^ high defert from pride 
Disjoin\r, unfhaken honour, and contempt 
Of flrong allurements. O illuflrious prince ! 

O thou of ancient faith I exulting, thee^ 

In her fair lift this happy Lmd inrolls. 

Who' can refufe a tributary verfc 
To Weymouth, firmell friend of flighted TOrtli 
In evil days ? whofe hofpitabJe gate, 

Unban ’d to all, invites a* numerous train 
Of daily guefls ; wliofe board, with plenty ciorn\!« 
Relives the feafl-rires old : mcanwiiile his care 
Forgets not the afflicted, but content 
In a<fb of fecret goodnefs, fliuns the praife. 

That ftire attends. Permit me, bounteous lord. 

To blazon what though hid will beauteous fhine,. 

And u ith thy name to dignify my fong. 

But who It he, that on the winding ilrcafp 
Of Vaga frfl: drew viral breath, and now 
Approv’d m Anna’s fecret councils fits. 

Weighing the fum of things, with wife forecafi: 

Solicitous of public good ? how large 

His mind that comprehends whatever was known* 

To old, or f refenr time ; yet ngt elaie,», 

U %. Not 
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Not confcious of its ikill ? wbat praife defcr^es 
His liberal hand, that gathers but to give, 
preventing fuit ? O not unthankful Mufe, 

Him lovi^ly .reverence, that £rft deign'd to hear 
Thy pipe, and fkreen'd thee from opprobrious tongues^ 
Acknowledge thy own Harley, and his name 
Infcribe on every bark j the wounded plants 
Will faft mcreafe, fuller thy juft refped* 

Such are our heroes^ by their virtues known,, 

‘Or Ikill in peace, and war : of fofter mold 
The female fex, with fweet attradive airs 
Subdue obdurate hearts. The travellers oft# 

That view their matchlefs forms with tranfient glanc^ 
Catch fudden love, and figh for nymphs unknown, 
Smit with the magic of their eyes ; nor hath 
The dsedal hand of Nature only pour'd 
Her gifts of outward grace ; their innocence 
XJnfeign'd, and virtue moft engaging, free 
Prom pride, or artifice,, long joys afford 
To th' honeft nuptial bed, and in the wane 
Of life, rebate the miferies of age. 

And is tliere found a wretch fo bafe-of mind# 

That woman’s powerful beauty dares condemn# 
Exa<fleft work of Heaven ? He ill deferves 
Or love, or pity , fnendlefs let him fee 
Uneafy, tedious day, defpis’d, forlorn, 

As ftam of human race : but may the man# 

That chearfully recounts the female’s praife, 

Find ecfuai love, and love’s untainted fweets 
iEnjoy with honour i O, yc Gods I might i 


Elea 
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Ek61: my fate, my happieft choice IhoiiM 
A foir and modcii virgin, that invites 
With afpea challe, forbidding loofe defile. 
Tenderly finiling ; m whofe heavenly eye 
Sits purcft love enthron'd : but if the liars 
Malignant thefc my better ho|ies oppofe. 

May I, at Icail, the facred pkafure^ knoir 
Of ilridefi: amity; nor ever want 
A friend, with whom I mutually may fhajre 
Gladnefs and anguilh, by kind intercourfc 
Gf fpeech, and offices. May in my mind. 
Indelible a gtateful fenfe remain 
Gf favours undekrv'dl^— O thou! from whom 
Gladly both rich and low feck aid ; moil wjile 
Interpreter of right, whofe gracious voice 
Breathes equity, and curbs too rigid law 
With mild, impartial reafon ; what rcturni 
Gf thanks are due to thy bencfiocncc 
Freely vopchfaf 'd, when to the gates of death 
I tended prone ? if thy indulgent care 
Had not preven'd, among unbody'd (hades 
I now had wander'd and thefe empty thouglm 
Of apples perilh'd ; but, uprais'd by thee, 
tune my pipe afrefh, each night and day, 

Thy unexampled goodnefs to extol 
Befirous; but nor night, nor day, fuffice 
For that great, talk ; the highly-honour'd name ' 
Of Trevor mull employ my willing thoughts.* 
Incefifant,. dwell for ever on my tongue, 

Setme grateful,, but let far from me- 
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Be fawning cringe, and falfe diilembling look. 

And fernlc flatterf, that harbours oft 

In courts and gilded roofs* Some loofe the bands 

Of ancient fnendOiip, cancel Nature's laws 

For pageantry, and tawdry gewgaw's. Some 

Renounce their fires, oppofe paternal right 

For rule and power ; and others realms invade 

With fpecious fhews of love. This traiteroiis wretch 

Betrays his fovereigm Others, deflitute 

Of real zeal, to every altar bend 

By lucre fway’d, and afl the bafeft things 

To be ftyFd honourable: the honeft man. 

Simple of heart, prefers inglorious want 
To ill-got wealth j rather from door to door, 

A jocund pilgrim, though diftrefs’d, he 'll rove. 
Than break his plighted faith j nor fear, nor hoj^xj. 
Will fhock his ftedfaft foul ; ratlier debarred 
Fach common privilege, cut off from ho|>es 
Of meaneft gam, of prefent goods defpoifd. 

He ’ll bear the marks of infamy contemn'd, 

Unpity'd ; yet his mind, of evil pure. 

Supports him, and intention free fVom fraud. 

If no retinue with obfervant eyes 
Attend him, if he can't with purple flam 
Of cumbrous veflments, labor'd o'er with gold. 
Dazzle the crowd, and fet them all agape ,• 

Yet clad in homely weeds, froth envy's darts 
Remote he lives, nor knows the nightly pangs 
Of confcience, nor with fpeares* grifly forms. 
Demons, and injur'd fouls, at clofe of day 

Annoy’ 
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Annoy^l, fad interrupted fltimljcri finds* 

Blit (as a child, whole inxpcriencM age 
Nor evil pinpijfe lean, nor knows*) enjoys 

fwcet reireOimcnt, humid llefp finctm 
When Chanticleer^ with flauon iLrill# rec*4ils» 

The tardy day, he to his labours hies 
Gladfcfme, inrent on fomewhat tliaj: ina> eafe 
Unhealthy mortaU, 'and xv irh curious fc^rch 
Evamines all the propci rics of herbs, * 

Foffils, and minerals, that th* embowerd earth 

Difplays, if by his induHry he can 

Benefit human race : or elfe his thoughts 

Are cKcrcis'd with f|X'cuIatioji$ deep 

Of good, and juft, and ma*r, anti fh*’ xxliokfijmc rule! 

Of ttunpcrance, and aught that ma^ im|)rovc 

The moral life ; not fcdulous to rail 

Nor w|th envenomed tongue to Wad the fame 

Of harmlefs men, or fecret wlufpers fpread 

'‘Mong faithful friends, to breed diftruft and hate* 

Studious of \irtue, he no life c^bfenes. 

Except his own ; his own employs his caics. 

Large fubje£l! that he labours to refine 
Daily, nor of his little dock denies 
Fit alms to Lazars, merciful and meek* 

Thus facred Virgil liv'd from courtly \ Ice, 

And bates of pompous Rome fecurc , at c curt. 

Still thoughtful of the rural iioneft life. 

And how t* improve his grounds, and liow 
Beil poetl fit exemplar for the tribe 


Of 
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Of Phcebus, nor kfs fit Maonides, 

Poor eyelefs pilgrim i and, if after thefc. 

If after thefe another I may name. 

Thus tender Spenfer livM, with mean repaft 
Content, depref&’d by penury, and pine 
In foreign realm ; yet not debas’d his verfe 
By fortune’s frowns. And had that other bard % 
Oh, had but he, that firft ennobled fong 
With holy rapture, like his Abdiel been ; 

*Mong many faithlefs, finely faithful found ; 
Unpity ’d, he ihould not have wail’d his orbs. 
That roll’d in vain to find the piercing ray. 

And found no dawn, by dim fufihfion veil’d I 
But he-rr-however, let the Mufe abftain. 

Nor blafi: his fame, from whom Ihe learnt to fing 
Ii> much inferior ftrains, groveling beneath 
Th’ Olympian hill, on plains, and vales intent. 
Mean follower* There let her reft a-while, 
pleas’d with the fragrant walks, and cool retread 

^ Milton, 
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O Harcourt^ whom th' ingettuoiis foye of ait^ 
Has carr^-^'d from thy foil, bcyoiKl 
Th.* eternal Alpine fnows, and now detains 
In Itafy's wafte realms,, how long mnH we 
Lament thy abfence ? whiM in fweet fojousm 
Thou view'll the lelkpies of old Rome ; or, whafc 
Unrivard authors by their prefence made 
For ever venerable, rural fearSj, 

Tibur, and Tufculum, or Virgifs nm,. 

Green wkh immortal bays,, which haply thoUi^. 
Refpefiing his great name, doH now approach 
With bended knee, and llrow with purple flowers;. 
Unmindful of thy friends, that ill can brook 
This long delay* At length, dearyoiith, retunv. 
Of wit, and judgment ripe in blooming years. 
And Britain's ifle with Latian knowledge grace,. 
Return, and let thy father's worth excite 
Thirll of pre-cmihenee 5 lee ^ how the caufe 
Of widows, and of orphans, he alTerts 
With winning rhetoric, and wclbargu’d law!' 
Mark well his footfteps, and, Hke him, delerve 
I'hy prince's favour, and thy country's love* 
Meanwhile {although the Mkiiic grape dellghtt. 
Fregnant of racy juice, and Formian hills 
Temper thy cups, yet) wik not thou reject 
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Thy native liquors : lo 1 for thee my mill 
Now gnn<is choice apples, and the Britifh 
Overflow with generous cyder ; far remote 
Accept this labour,^ nor defpife the Mufe, 

That, pairing lands and feas, on thee attends. 
Thus far of trees : the pleafmg talk remains, 

To ling of wines, and autumn's bkft incrcafe, 
efteds of art are fhewn, yet what avails 
^Gainft Hea\^en ? oft, nptwithftanding all thy care 
To help thy plants, when the fmall fruitery {mm 
Exempt from ills, an oriental blaft 
Difaftrous flies^ foon as tlie hind fatigued 
Unyokes his team , the tender freight, unlkiU’d 
I'o bear the hot 4ifeafe, diftemper'd pines 
In the year's prime ; the deadly plague annoys 
1*^6 wide inclofure ; think not vainly now 
lb treat thy neighbours with mellifluous cups. 
Thus difappointed. If the former years 
Exhibit no fupplies, alas 1 tliou mull 
With tallelefs water walh thy droughty throat, 

'A thoufend accidents the farmer's hopes 
■Subvert, or check, uncertain all his toil. 

Till lully autumn's luke-warm days allay'd 
With gentle colds, infenlibly confirm 
His ripening labours : autumn to the fruits 
Earth’s, various lap produces, vigour gives 
Equal, intenerating milky grain. 

Berries, and Iky-dy'd Plumbs, and what in coat 
Rough, or foft rin'd, or bearded hulk, or Ihell ; 
Fat Olives, and Pillacio’s fragrant nut^ 
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And the Fine's tateful Apple: autumn ptiurts 
Aufonian Mils with Grapes; wliiM Enghlh plains 
Blofh with pomaceous hurvdls, breathing fwects* 

O let me now, when the kind early dew 
Unlocks th' embofom'd odors, walk among 
The well-rang'd files of trees, whofe foli-ag'd ftore 
UifTufe Ambrofial fteams, than Myrrh, or Naidj, 

More grateful, or perfuming fiowery J^n ! 

Soft whifpcrjng airs, and the lark's matcin fong 

Then woo to mufmg, and becalm the mind 

Perplex’d with irkfome thoughts. Thrice happy timej 

Bell portion of the various year, in which 

Nature rejoicetfi, fmiling on her works 

Lovely, to full perfedion wrought 1 but ahl 

Short are onr joys, and neighbouring griefs difturb 

Our pleafant hours! inclement winter dwells 

Contiguous; fordn^ith irofty Walls deface 

The blithfome year : trees of their fluiveFd fruits 

Arc widow’d, dreary Itorms o’er all prevail I 

Now, now ’s the time, ere hally funs forbid 

To work, disburden thou thy faplefs wood 

Of its rich progeny ; the turgid fruit 

Abounds with mellow liquor : now exhort 

Thy hinds to exercife the pointed deel 

On the hard rock, and give a wheely form 

To the ex|)€d:ed grinder : now prepare 

Materials for thy mill ; a fturdy poft 

Cylindnc, to fupport the grinder’s weight 

Exceliive; and a flexile fallow, entrench’d, 

bounding, capacious of the juic) herd# 
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Nor mull thou not be mindful of thy prefs. 

Long ere the vintage ; but with timely care 
Shave the goat’s lhaggy beard, left thou too latr 
In vain ftiould’ft feck, a ftrainer to difpart 
The hulky„ terrene dregs, from, purer Muft* 

Be cautious next a proper fteed to find, 

Whofe prime is paft ; tlie vigorous horfe difdaina. 
Such fervile labours, or, if forc’d, forgets 
His paft atchievements,. and vidlorious palms* 

Blind Bayard rather, worn with work, and years^ 
Shall roll th* unwieldy ftone ; with fober pace 
He ’ll tread the circling path till dewy eve. 

From early day-fpring, pleas’d to find his age 
Declining not unufeful to hi a lord. 

Some, when the prefs, by utmoft vigour fcrcw’da,. 
Has drain’d the pulpous mafs, regale their fvvine 
With the dry refufe; thou, more wife, jfhak fteep* 
Thy^hulks in water,, and again employ 
The ponderous engine*. Water will imbibe* 

The fmall remains of fpirit, and acquire 
A vinous flavour ; this the peafants blithe 
Will qualF, and whiftle,. as thy tinkling tea» 

They drive,, and fing of Fufca’s radiant eyes. 

Pleas’d with the medley draught* Nor flialt thou nttir- 
Rejed the Apple-cheefe, though qpite cxhauft ; 

Lven now ’twill eheiilh, and improve the roots 
Of fickly plants; new vigour hence convey’d 
Will yield an harveft of unufual growth. 

Such profit fprings from hulks difcreetly us’d ! 
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^’ile tender apples^ from their parents xmt 
By ilorray Ihocks, mull not neglofted lie. 

The prey of worms : A frugal man I knew^ 

Rich in one barren acre, which, fubdued 
By eadlcfs culture, with fufficient Mull 
His calks rcplenifhki yearly : he no more 
Defirki, nor wanted; diHgent to learn 
The various feafons, and by Ikill repel 
Invading pefts, fuccefsful in bis cares. 

Till the damp Libyan wind, with tempefts arm’d 

Outrageous, blafter’d horrible amidd 

His Cyder-grove: overturn’d by furious blafts. 

The figtely ranks fall proftrate, and around 
Their fruitage fcatter’d* from the gemal boughs 
Stript immature : yet did he not repine, 

JSIor curfe his ftars j but prudent, his fallen hcaf>* 
Coliefling, cherilh’d with the tepid wreaths 
Of tedded grafs, and the fun's mellowing beams 
Rival'd with artful heats, and thence procur'd 
A coflly liquor, by improving time. 

Equaled with what the happieft vintage bears* 

But this I warn thee, and fhaJI always warn. 

No heterogeneous mixtures ufe, as fome 
With watery turnips have debas’d their wines. 

Too frugal ; nor let the crude humours dance 
In heated brafs, fleammg with fire intenfe ; 

Although Devonia much commends the tifc 
Of ftrengthening Vulcan; with their native ftrength 
Thy u ties fuiicient, other aid refufc ; 

Amd* when th’ allotted orb ^f time 's compleat. 

Are 
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Are more coitomencted than the labour'd diinka#. 

Nor let thy avarice tempt thee to withdraw 
The pneft'8‘"appointcd (hare; with chearfal heart 
The tenth of ■‘thy increafe bellow, and own 
Heaven's bounteous goodnefs, that will fare repay 
Thy grateful duty : this neglecled, fear 
Signal avengeance, fnch as overtook 
A mifer> that unjullly once withheld 
The clergy's due ; relying on himfelf^ 

His fields he tended, with fuccefslefs care„ 

Early and late, when or unwifh'd-for rain 

Defcended). or unfeafonable frofts 

Curb’d his increafing hopes;, or, when around) 

The clouds dropt fatnefs, in the middle Iky 
The dew fulpended ftaid, and left unmoift 
His Ifsectabie glebe : recording this. 

Be juH, and wife, and tremble to tranfgrcfs* 

Learn now the promife of the corning year,. 

To know, that by no flattering figns abus'd. 

Thou wifely may'll provide : the various moon 
Prophetic, and attendant liars, explain 
Each rifeig dawn ; ere icy crofls furmount 
The current llream, the heavenly orbs ferene 
Twinkle^ with trembiing rays, and Cynthia glowsi 
With light iMifully'd : now the fowler^, warn'd 
By thefe good omens, with fwift early Heps 
Treads the' ciimp earth, ranging through fields andi 
glades 

Offenfive to the feirds^; fulphurcous deaith: 

Checks their mid flight, and heedkfs while, they firaki 

Then: 
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Theii': tcincful throats^ the towering, heav'7 Iead> 
Overtakes their fpeed; they leave their little lives. 
Above the clorads, precipitant to earth.* 

I'he woodcocks early vifit^ and abode 
Of long continuance in our temperate clime, 

Foretel a liberal harveft ; he of times 
Intelligent, the harlh Hyperborean ice 
Shuns for our equal winters ; when our funs 
Cleave the chilFd foil, he backward wings his way 
To Scandinavian frozen fummers, meet 
For his numb'd blood* But nothing profits more 
Than frequent fnows : O, may 'ft tliou often lee 
Thy furrows whiten'd by the woolly rain 
Nutnceous! fecrct nitre lurks within 
The porous wct, quickening the languid glel>e.* 
Sometimes thou ilialc with fervent vows implort 
A moderate wind j the orchat loves to wave 
With winter wirids,. before the gems exert 
Their feeble heads 5 the loofened roots then drink 
Large increment, earned: of happy years*. 

Nor will it nothing profit to obferve 
The monthly ftars,. their powerful infiirence* 

O'er planted fields, what vegetables reign 
Under each fign* On ouf account has Jove 
Indulgent to all moons fome fucculent plant 
Allotted, that poor helplefs man might Hack 
His prefent thirft, and matter find for toil. 

Now will the Corinths, now the Rafps, fupply 
Delicious draughts 5 the Quinces now/ ot Plumbs^ 

Ox Cherries,, or the fair Tiulhexan fruit 


Are 
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Are preft to wines ; the Britons fquecze the workf 
Of fedulous bees, and mixing odorous herbs 
Prepare balfamic cups, to wheezing lungs 
Medicinal, and fhort-breath'd, ancient fires. 

But, if thou 'rt indefatigably bent 
To toil, and omnifarious drinks would'ft brew ; 
Befides the orchat, every hedge and bufh 
Affords afiifiance; ev'n afilidive Birch, 

-Curs’d by unletter’d, idle youth, diftils 
A limpid current from her wounded bark, 

Profufe of nurfing fap. When folar beams 
Parch thicfiy human veins, the damalk’d meads. 
Unforc’d, difplay ten thoufand painted flowers 
Ufeful in potables. Thy little fons 
Permit to range the paftures ; gladly they 
Will imo>v the Cowflip-pofies, faintly fweet. 

From whence thou artificial wines flialt drain 
Of icy tafle, that, in mid fervors, befl: 

Slack, cr^^ving thirfl, and mitigate the day. 

Happy lerne *, whofe mofl wholfome air 
Poifons envenom’d fpiders, and forbids 
The baleful toad, and viper, from her fhorel 
More happy in her balmy draughts, enrich’d 
With mifcellaneous fpices, and the root 
|For thirfl-abating fweetnefs prais’d), which wid^ 
Extend her fame, and to each drooping heart 
Prefent redrefs, and lively health conve}% 

Sec, how the Belgae, fedulous and flout. 

With bowls of fattening Mum, or blifsful cups 

♦ Ireland* 
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Of kemel-relifli'd fluids, the fair ftar 
Of early Phofphorus falute, at noon 
Jocund with frequent-rifing fumes I by ufe 
Inftru6led, thus to quell their native phlegm 
Prevailing, and engender waywa'-d mirth- 
What need to treat of diilant climes, rerao\ 'd 
Far from the floping journey of the year, 

Beyond Petfora, and lilandxc coafls ? 

Where ever-during fnows, perpetual fhadcs 
Of darknefb, would congeal their livid blood. 

Did not the Ardtic trad fpontaneous yield 
A cheanng purple berry, big with wine, 

Intenfely fervent, which each hour they crate. 

Spread round a flaming pile of pines, and oft 
1'hey inteilard their native drinks with choice 
Of flrongefl: Brandy, yet fcarce with thefe aids 
Enabled to prevent the fudden rot 
Of freezing nofe, and quick-decaj ing feet* 

Nor lefs the fable borderers of Nile, 

Nor they who Taprobane manure, nor they, 

Whom funny Borneo bears, are flor'd with flreams 
Egregious, Rum, and Rice’s fpirit extrad. 

For here, expos'd to perpendicular rays, 
la vain they covet fhades, and Thrafeia’s gales. 

Pining with uEquinodial heat, unlefs 
1 he cordial glafs perpetual motion keep. 

Quick circuiting , nor dare they clofe their eyes. 

Void of a bulky charger near their lips. 

With which, in often interrupted fleep. 

Their frying blood compels to irrigate 
VoL* XVIL X The^ 
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beir diy-furr'd tongues, clfe minutely to death 
bnoxious, difmal death, th* effed of drought ! 

More happy they, bora in Columbus® world, 
arybbes, and they, whom the Cotton plant 
^itli downy- fprou ting vefts arrays ! their woods 
ow with prodigious nuts, that give at once 
eleftial food, and ne<flar ; then, at hand 
he Lemon, uncoirupt with voyage long, 
b vinous fpirits added {heavenly drink 
'hey with pneumatic engine ceafelefs draw, 
itent on laughter ; a continual tide 
lows from th’ exhilarating fount. As, when 
igainft k fcctet cliff, with fudden fhock 
^ fliip is dafh'd, and leaking drinks the fca, 
ahonifh'd mariners ay ply the pump, 

^or flay, nor reft, till the wide breach is clos'd : 

-0 they (but chearful) unfatigued, ftill move 
The draining fucker, then alone conccm*d 
Vhen the dry bowl forbids their pleafmg work. 

But if to hoarding thou art bent, thy hopes 
\rt fruftratC;, fhould^ft thou think thy pipes will flow 
»Vith early limpid wine. The hoarded ftore, 

Ind the harfh draught, muft twice endure the fim*s 
Cind ftfengthening heat, twice winter's purging cold# 
There are, that a compounded fluid drain 
^rom different mixtures,, Woodcock, Pippin, Moy!c> 
^ough Eliot, fweet Permain : the blended ftreams 
Each mutually corre<ftiiig each) create 
pleafurable medley, of what tafte 
ciardly diftinguifh’d ; as the ftiowexy arch. 


With 
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With lifted colours gay. Ore, Azure, Gules, 
Delights and puzzles the behoIder% eye, 
lliat views the watery brede, with thouftind fbews 
Of painture vary’d, yet 's unllciird to tell 
Or where one coloui nfes, or one faints. 

Some Cyders have by art, or age, iinlcam'd 
Their genuine idilh, and of fundry vines 
AfTum'd the flavour, one fort counteifeits 
The Spanifti produd ; this, to Gauls has feemhl 
The fparklmg Nedar of Chainpaigne ; with that, 

A German oft has fwiifd his throat, and fvvorn. 
Deluded, that imperial Rhine beftow'd 
The generous rummer, whilll the owner, phas’d. 
Laughs inly at his guefts, thus entertain hi 
V/ith foreign vintage from his cydei cafk. 

Soon as thy liquor from the narrow cells 
Of dofe-preft hulks is freed, thou muft refrain 
Thy thirfty foul; let none peifuade to broach 
Thy thick,, unwholfome, undigefttd cades : 

The hoary frofts, and northern blafts, take caic 
Thy muddy beverage to ferene, and diive 
Precipitant the bafer, ropy Ices, 

And now thy wine’s tranfpicuous, purg’d from all 
Its earthy grofs, yet let it feed a while 
On the fat refufe, left too foon disjomM 
From fprightly, it to (harp or vapid changa.t 
When to convenient vigor it attains. 

Suffice it to provide a brazen tube 
Inflext ; fejf-taagbt, md voluntary, files 
llie defecated liquor, through the vent 
X z 
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Afcending, then by downward tra£l convey y. 
Spouts into fubjcd vdTels, lovely clear. 

As when a noon-tide fun, with fummer beams. 
Darts through a cloud, her watery fkirts are edg^d 
With lucid amber, or undroHy gold : 

So, and fo richly, the purg'd liquid Ihincs* 

Now alfo, when the colds abate, nor yet 
Full fummer fhines, a dubious feafon, dole 
In glafs thy purer ftreams, and let them gain. 

From due confinement, fpirit, and flavour new. 

For this intent, the fubtle chemift feeds 
Perpetual flames, whofe un refilled force 
O^er fand, and afhes, and the flubborn flint 
Prevailing, turns into a fufil fea. 

That in his furnace bubbles funny-red : 

From hence a glowing drop with hollow'd fleel 
He takes, and by one efficacious breath 
Dilates to a furprifing cube, or fphere. 

Or oval, and fit receptacles forms 
For every liquid, with his plaflic lungs. 

To human life fubfervient ; by his means 
Cyders in metal frail improve : the Moyle, 

And tafteful Pippin, in a moon's Ihort year. 
Acquire complete perfedlion : Now they fmoke 
Tranfparent, fparkling in each drop, delight 
Of curious palate, by fair virgins crav’d, 

JBut harfher fluids different lengths of time 
Exped : Thy flafk will llowly mitigate 
The Eliot's roughnefs, Stirom, firmeft fruit, 
Embottled (long as PriameiaE Troy 
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Withftood the Greeks) endures, ere juftly mild* 
Soften'd by age, it youthful vigor gains. 

Fallacious drink I ye honeft men, beware. 

Nor truft its {moothnefs; the third circling glafs 
Suffices virtue : But may hypocrites, 

(That flyly fpeak one thing, another think. 

Hateful as hell) pleas'd with the reUffi w'eak. 

Drink on unwarn'd, till, by inchanting cups 
Infatuate, they their wily thoughts difclofe. 

And through intemperance grow awhile iincere* 

The farmer's toil is done, his cades mature 
Now call for vent; his lands exhauft permit 
'J"' indulge awhile* Now folemn rites he pays 
To Bacchus, author of heart-cheer mg mirtlu 
His honeft friends, U thirfty hour of dulk. 

Come uninvited , he with bounteous hand 
Impaus his fmoking vintage, fwcet leward. 

Of his own induftry j the well-fraught bowl 
Circles inceffant, whilft the bumble cell 
With quavering laugh and rural jefe lefounds*. 

Eafe, and content, and undiifcmbled lov e. 

Shine in each face , the thoughts of labour paii 
Encreafe their joy. As, from retentive cage 
When fulien Philomel efcapes,. her notes 
She vanes, and of paft imprifonment 
Sweetly complains ,, her liberty retriev'd 
Cheers her fad foul, improves, her pleafmg fbng^ 
Gladfome they quaff, yet not exceed the bounds 
Of healthy temperance, nor incroach on nighty, 

Seafon of reft,, but well bedew'd repair 

X 3 Each 
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Each to his home, with iinfuppknted feet# 

Ere heaven k emblazoned bf the rofy dawn, 
DomeMc cares awake them ; briik they rife, 
Refrcfh’d, and lively with the joys that flow 
From amicable talk, and moderate cups 
Sweetly interchang'd. The pining lover finds 
Prefent redrefs, and long oblivion drinks 
Of coy Lucinda. Give the debtor wine ; 

His joys arc fhort, and few ; yet when he drinks, 
His dread retires, the flowing glafies add 
Courage and mirth ; magnificent in thought. 
Imaginary riches he enjoys. 

And in the gaol expatiates unconfin'd. 

Nor can the poet Bacchus' praife indite, 

Debarr'd his grape : The Mufes fiill require 
Humid regalement, nor will aught avail 
Imploring Phoebus, with unmoifien'd lips. 

Thus to the generous bottle all incline. 

By parching tliirll allur'd : With vehement funs 
When dully fummer bakes the crumbling clods. 
How pleafant is 't, beneath the twilled arch 
Of a retreating bower, in mid-day's reign 
To ply the fweet caroufe, remote from noifc. 
Secur'd of feverifh heats ! When th' aged year 
Inclines, and Boreas' fpirit bluflers fro re. 

Beware th' inclement heavens ; now let thy hearth 
Crackle with juicelefs boughs , thy lingering blood 
Now infligate with th' apple's powerful ftreams. 
Perpetual fhowers, and llormy gufis confine 
The willing plowman,' and December warns 
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To annual jollities ; now fportive youth 
Carol incondite rhythms, with fairing notes, 

And quaver unhannonious ; flurdy fvvains 
In clean array for ruftic dance prepare, 

Mixt with the buxom damfds ; hand in hand 
They frilk and bound, and various mazes weave. 
Shaking their brawny limbs, with uncouth mien, 
'rranfported, and fometimes an oblique leer 
Dart on their loves, fomerimes an hall}' ki fs 
Steal from unwary klles ; they with fcorn, 

And neck reclin’d, refent the nuifli’d bibs. 

Meanwhile blind BritiHt bards with volant tomh 
Traverfc loquacious ftrings, whofc folemn notes 
Provoke to harmlefs revels , thefe among, 

A fubtle artiil Hands, in wondrous bag 
That bears impnion’d wunds (of gentler fort 
Than thofe, which erif Laertes’ fon enclos’d!. 

Peaceful they deep 5 but kt the tuneful fqueeze 
Of labouring elbow rouze them, out they fly 
Melodious, and v ith fprightly accents charm. 

’MidH thefe defports, forget they not to drench 
Themfelves \Uth bellying goblets ; nor, when fpring 
Returns, can they refufe to ufher in 
The frefh-born year with loud accLura, and Hore 
Of jovial draughts, now, when the fappy boughs 
Attire themfehes with blooms, fweet rudinaenis 
Of future liarvcH ; When the Gnoffian crown 
Leads-on expefled autumn, and the trees 
Difeharge their mellow burdens, let them thank 
Boon Nature, that thus annually fupplies 
X 4 
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Inlliird by him, who iirft prefum'd oppofc 
Omnipotence ; alike their crime, tli’ event 
Was not alike ; thefe triumph’d, and in height 
Of barbarous malice, and infuking pride, 
Abftain’d not from imperial blood. C) fad 
Unparalld’d I O Charles, O beft of Kings! 

What kars their black difaitrous influence died 
On thy nativity, that thou Utouid’ii: fall 
“Thus, by inglorious hands, in this thy realm, 
'Supreme and innocent, adjudg’d to death 
By thofe thy mercy only u'oiild have favki I 
Yet was the Cyder-land unkam’d with guilt; 

The Cyder-land obfequious. kill to thrones, 
Abhorr’d fuch bafe diflo) A deeds, and all 
Her prumng-hooks extended into fwords. 
Undaunted^ to afert the trampled rights 
Of monarchy; but, ah I fuccefslefs Ihe, 

However faithful I then was no regard 
Of right, or wrong. And this, once happy, land. 
By home-bred fuiy rent, long groan’d beneath 
Tyrannic fway, till fair revolving years 
Our exil’d Kings and Liberty reftor’d. 

Now we exult, by mighty Anna’s care 
Secure at home, while fhe to foreign realms 
Sends forth her dreadful legions, and rekrains 
The rage of Kings : Here, nobly fhe fupports 
Jukice opprefs’d ; here, her vidorious arms 
<5uell the ambitious : From her hand alone 
All Europe fears revenge, or hopes redrefs* 

Rejoice, O Albion I fever’d from the world 
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By Nature’s wife indulgence, indigent 
"Of nothing from without ; in one fupreme 
Intirely bM ; and from beginning time 
Defign’d thus happy , but the lond dcfire 
Of rule, and grandeur multiply’d a race 
Of Kings, and numeious feeptres introduc’d, 
Deflruftive of the public weal. For now 
Each potentate, as wary fear, or ftrength. 

Or emulation urg’d, his neighbour’s bounds 
Invades, and ampler territory fecks 
With ruinous allault ; on every plain 
Hoft cop’d with hoft, dire was the din of war» 
And ceafclefs, or fhort truce haply procur’d 
By havoc, and difmay, till jeaioufy 
Rais’d new combudion. Thus w^as peace in vain 
Sought for by martial deeds, and candid Hern ; 
Till Edgar grateful (as to rhofe who pine 
A difnal half-year night, the orient beam 
Of Phoebus’ lamp) arofe, and into one 
Cemented all the long -contending powers. 

Pacific monarch ; then her lovely head 
Concord rear’d high, and all around diFtfs’d 
The ipirit of love. At cafe, the bards new firung 
Their filent harps, and taught the woods and vales. 
In uncouth rhythms, to echo Edgar’s name. 

Then gladnefs fmil’d in every eye , the years 
Ran fmoothly on, produdivc of a line 
'Of wife, heroic Kings, that by juft laws 
Eftablifli’d happinefs at home, or crufh^d 
Infultipg enemies in farthefl: climes. 
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See lion-hearted Richard, with his force 
Drawn from the North, to Jewry's hallow'd plains ! 
Pioudy valiant (like a torrent fweird 
With winterv tempefts, that difdains all mounds. 
Breaking a way impetuous, and involves 
Within its fweep, trees, houfes, men) he prefs'd 
Amidft the thickeli: battle, and o'erthrew^ 

Whatever withftood bis zealous rage : no paufe. 

No Hay of daughter, found his vigorous arm. 

But th’ unbelieving fquadrons turn'd to flight 
Smote in the rear, and with dilhonelt wounda 
Mangled behind. The Soldan, as he fled. 

Oft call'd on Alla, gnafhing with defpite. 

And lhame, and murmur'd many an empty curfe. 

Behold third Edward's flreamers blazing high 
On Gallia's hoftile ground I his right withheld. 
Awakens vengeance. O imprudent Gauls, 

Relying on falfe hopes, thus to incenfe 
'Phe warlike Englifh 1 One important day 
Shall teach you meaner thoughts. Eager of fjght, 
Tierce Brutus' off-fpring to the adverfe ifonc 
Advance refldlefs, and their deep array 
With furious inroad pierce : the mighty force 
Of Edw'ard twice o'erturn'd their ddperate King 5 . 
'J'wice he arofe, and join'd the horrid (hcck ; 

The third time, with his wide-extended wings. 

He fugitive declin'd fuperior Hrength, 

Difc^mflted ; purfued, in the fad chace 
Ten thoufand ignominious fall j with blood 
The vailies float. Great Edward thus a?eng'd> 


With 
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With golden Iris his broad (hicld embofsM* 

Thrice glorious prince I whom Fame with all her 
tongues 

For ever fhall nifound. Yet from his loins 
New authors of didenfion fpring ; from him 
Two branches, that in boiling long contend 
For lovYan fway ; and can fuch anger dwell 
In nobleft minds ? but little now avaiFd 
The ties of fnendlhip , every man, as led 
By inclination, or vain hope, repair’d 
To either camp, and breath’d immortal hate. 

And dire revenge* Now horrid Slaughter reigns : 
Sons againft fathers tilt the fatal lance, 

Carelefs of duty, and their native grounds 
Diilain with kindred blood ; the twanging bows 
Send fhowers of fliafts, that on their barbed points 
Alternate ruin bear. Here might you fee 
Barons, and pealants on th’ embattled field 
Slain, or half-dead, in one huge, ghaftly heap 
Promifcuoufly amafs’d. With difmal groans, 

And ejulatjon, in the pangs of death 
Some call for aid, neglected, forae overturn’d 
In the fierce fhock, lie gafping, and expire. 

Trampled by fiery couriers : Horror thus, 

And wild uproar, and defolation, reign’d 
UMefpited. Ah ^ who at length will end 
This long, pernicious fray i what man has Fate 
Referv^d for this great work ? — ^Hail, happy prince 
Of Tudor’s race, whom in the womb of time 
Cadwailador forefaw I thou, thou art he. 


Grease 



518 J. PHILIPS’S POEMS. 

Great Richmond Henry, that by nnpriil rites 
Muft clofe the gates of Janus, and remove 
Deftrudive difeord. Now no more tl.*. Oriim 
Provokes to arms, or trunipct^s clangor ilirill 
Affrights the wives, or chills the virgin's blood 
But joy and pleafure open to the view 
Uninterrupted I with prefacing fliill 
Thou to thy own uniteft Fergus* line 
By wife alliance : from thee James defcencls. 
Heaven's chofen favourite, firlt Britannic king. 

To him alone hereditary right 

Gave power fupreme ; yet Hill fome feeds remain'd 

Of difeontent : two nations under one. 

In laws and intereft diverfe, iHil purfued 
Peculiar ends, on each fide refolute 
To fly conjunction neither fear, nor hope, 

Nor the fweet profpeCl of a mutual gain. 

Could aught avail, till prudent Anna faid,. 

Let there be union; firait with reverence due 
To her command, they willingly unite,. 

One in sdfeCfion, laws and government,, 

Indiffokbly firm;, from Dubris fouth, 

To Northern Orcades, her. long domain.. 

And now^ thus leagued by an eternal bond. 

What fhall iretard the Britons bold defigns. 

Or who fuffeam tbeir force, in union knit, 

Suflicient to withfiand the powers combin'd 
Of all diis gI<A)e ? At thii important aCt 
The Mauritanian and Cathaian kings 
Already tremMe* and th' uabaptia'd Tutk 
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Dreads war from utmoft Thule. UncontroFd 
The Biitifh navy through the ocean vail 
Shall wave her double crofs, t" exitremell climes 
Terrific, and return with odorous fpoils 
Of Araby well fraught, or Indus^ wealth. 

Pearl, and barbaric gold : Meanwhile the fwains 
Shall unmolclled reap wdiat plenty llrows 
Fiom well-llorM horn, rich grain, and timely fruits*, 
The elder year, Pomona, pleas'd, ihall deck 
With ruby-tindur'd births, whofe lu|idd ilorc 
Abundant, flowing in well-blended fireains, 

Tht natives fliall applaud; while glad they talk 
Of baleful ills, caus’d by Bellona’s wrath 
In other realms ; where’er the Britxfh fpread 
Triumphant banners, or their fame has reach’d 
Dxffufive, to the utmoil bounds of this 
Wide univerfe, Silurian cyder borne 
Shall pleafe all tafics, and triumph o’er the vine,*. 
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** Per ambages, Beorumqwe mmiftena 

Pi ascipitandus eft liber ipiritus*'** PiTRONitrs* 

O F EngliOi tipple, and the potent grain. 

Which in the conclave of Celehial Powers 
Bred fell debate, fing, Nymph of heavenly ftem. 

Who on the hoary top of Pen-main-maur 
Merlin the fecr didft vifit, whilft he fate 
With aftrolabe prophetic, to forefee 
Yoniig actions ifliiing from the Fates Divan. 

Full of thy power infused by nappy ale, 

Daikling he watched the planetary orbs. 

In their obfeure fojourn o'er heaven's high cope. 

Nor ceas'd till the gray dawn with orient dew 
Impearl'd his large muftachoes, deep enfconc'd 
Beneath his over-lhadowing orb of hat. 

And ample fence of elephantm nofe. 

Scornful of keenefl polar winds, or fleet. 

Or hail, fent rattling down from 'wintery Jove. 

{Vain efforts on his feven-fold mantle, made 
Of Caledonian rug, immortal woof I) 

* This poem is taken from a folio cepy, 1706, comminfleated 
from the Lambeth Library by Dr. Ducarel, m which the name 
of Philips was inferted in the hand writing of Abp. Tenifon. 
It was publilhcd by T. Bennct, the Bookfdler for wh<^ 

** Blenheim** was printed s another ftrong prefuroptive proof of 
this being by the fame author* N. 
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Soch energy of foul to raife the fong. 

Deign, Goddefs, now to me ; nor then withdraw 
Thy fure prefiding power, but guide my wing. 

Which nobly meditates no vulgar flight. 

Now from th' enfanguin^d lifer's recking flood 
Tardy with many a corfc of Boian knight, 

And Gallic deep ingulft, with barbed Heeds 
Fromifcuous, Fame to high Olympus Hew, 

Shearing th’ expanfe of heaven with adive plume ; 

Nor fwifter from Plinlimmon’s Heepy top 
The Haunch Gerfaulcon through the buxom air 
Stoops on the fteerage of his wings, to trufs 
The quarry, hern, or mallard, newly fprung 
From creek, whence bright Sabrina bubbling forth. 
Runs fall a Nats through the flowery meads, 

To fpread round Uriconmm's toweis her tlreams* 

Her golden trump the goddefs founded thrice. 

Whole fhrilling clang reach'd hea\ en's extremeft f|)here» 
Rouz'd at the bkft, the gods with winged fpeed 
To learn the tidmgs came, on radiant thrones 
With fair memorials, and imprefles quaint 
Emblazon’d o’er they fate, de\ is'd of old 
By Mulciber, nor fmall his fkill I ween* 

There fhe relates what Churchill’s arm had wrought. 

On Blenheim’s bloody plain. Up Bacchus rofe. 

By his plump cheek and barrel belly known. 

The pliant tendrils of a juky vine 
Around his rofy brow in ringlets curl’d j 
And in his hand a bunch of grapes he held. 

The cnfjgns of the god ! with ardent tone 
VoL. XVIL Y 
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He mov'd, that flraight the ncdar'd bowl ihould flow*. 
Devote to Churchill's health, and o'er all heaven 
Uncommon orgies ihoiild be kept till eve. 

Till all were fated with immortal mouft, 

Delicious tipple I that, in heavenly veins 
Affimilated, vigorous ichor bred, 

Superior to Frontiniac, or Bourdeaux, 

Or old Falern, Campania's beJft increafe ; 

Or the more dulcet juice the happy ides 
From Palma or Forteventura lend. 

Joy flufh'd on every face, and pleafing glee 
Inward alTent difcover'd, till uprofe 
Ceres, not blithe, for marks of latent woe 
Dim on her vifage lour’d : fuch her deport 
When Arethufa from her reedy bed 
Told her how Dis young Proferpine had rap'd. 

To fway his iron feeptre, and command 
In gloom tartareous half his wide domain. 

Then, fighing, thus Ihe faid — Have I fo long 
Employ’d my various art, t’ enrich the lap 
Of Earth, all-bearing mother ; and my lore 
Communicated to the unweeting hind. 

And fhall not this pre-eminence obtain ?" 

Then from beneath her Tyrian veft'lhe took 
The bearded ears of grain Ihe mod admir’d. 

Which gods call Chrithe, in terrellrial fpeecli 
Ey-cleped Barley. 'Tis to this, Ihe cry’d. 

The Britilh cohorts owe their martial fame 
And far-redoubted prowefs, matchlefs youth ! 

This, when jretttrning from the fonghten field. 
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Of Noric, or Iberian, feam'd with fears, 

(Sad %natures of many a dreadful gafti 1 ) 

The veteran, caroufing, foon reftores 
PuilTance to his arm, and llrings his nerves! 
And, as a fnake, when firft the rofy hours 
Shed vernal fueets o^er every vale and mead. 
Rolls tardy from his cell obfeure and dank ; 

But, when by genial rays of fummer fun 
Purg’d of his flough, he nimbly thrids the brake. 
Whetting his fting, his crelled head he rears 
Terrific, from each eye retort he fhoots 
Enfanguin^d rays, the diilant fwains admire 
His various neck, and fpires bedropt with gold : 
So at each glafs the harrafs’d warriour feels 
Vigour renate ; his horrent arms he takes, 

And rufting faulchion, on whofe ample hilt , 

Long Vidory fate dormant : foon fhe lhakes 
Her drowfy wings, and follows to the war. 

With fpeed fuccinct ; where foon his martial port 
She recognizes, whilft he haughty Hands 
On the rough edge of battle, and beftows 
Wide torment on the ferried files, fo us’d. 

Frequent in bold empri2ie, to work fad rout. 

And havock dire 5 thefe the bold Briton mows, 
Dauntlefs as Deities exempt from fate. 

Ardent to deck his brow with mural gold. 

Or civic wreath of oak, the vwEior’s mced* 

Such is the power of ale with embowerM^ 
Willie dangling bunches court Ms thirfiing lip; 
Sullen-lie fits, and fighing ofts extbk 
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The beverage they qualF, whofe happy foil 
Prolific Dovus laves, or I'renta's urn 
Adorns with waving Chriihe (joyous fcencs 
Of vegetable gold!) fecure they dwell. 

Nor feel tip eternal fnows that cloath their clifE ; 
Nor curfe th’ inclement air, whofe horrid face 
Scowls like that Ardic heaven, that drizzling flieds 
Perpetual winter on the frozen fkirts 
Of Scandinavia and the Baltic main. 

Where the joung tempefis firfl: arc taught to roar. 
Snug in their ftraw-built huts, or darkling earth’d 
In cavern’d rock they live (fmall need of art 
To form fpruce architrave, or cornice quaint. 

On Parian marble, with Corinthian grace 
Prepar’d) — there on weil-fuePd hearth they chat, 
Whilft black pots walk the round with laughing ale 
Surcharg’d , or brew’d in planetary hour. 

When March weigh’d night and day in equal fcalc: 
Or in Odober tunn’d, and mellow grown 
With feven revolving funs, the racy juice. 

Strong with delicious flavour, flrikes the fenfe* 

Nor wants on vafl: circumference of board. 

Of Arthur’s imitative, large furloin 
Of ox, or virgin-heifer, wont to browfe 
The meads of Longovicum {fattening foil 
Replete with clover-grafs, and foodful IhrubJ. 
Planted with fprigs of rofemaiy it Hands, 

Meet paragon (as far as great with fmall 
JMay correfpond) for fome Panchsean hill, 
JSonbrown’d wxth fdtiy Ikies, thin-fet with palm. 
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And olive larely interfpers’d, whofe (liade 
Skreens hofpiiably from the Tropic Crab 
The quiver’d Arabs' vagrant clan, that waits 
Infidious fome rich caravan, which fares 
To Mecca, with Barbaric gold full fraught. 

Thus Britain’s hardy fons, of rulHc mould. 

Patient of arms, ftill quafh th’ afpiring Gaul, 

Bleft by my boon : which when they ilightly prizCg 
Should they, with high defence of triple brafs 
Wide-circling, live immur’d (as erfl was tried 
By Bacon’s charms, on which the hckening moon 
Look'd wan, and chearlefs mew'd her crefcent houis 
Whilft Demogorgon heard his ftern beheft) 

Thrice the prevailing power of Gallia's arms 
Should there refiftlefs ravage, as of old 
Great Pharamond, the founder of her fame. 

Was wont, when iirll his marlhard peerage pafs'd 
The fubje<5l Rhene, What though Britannia boafb 
Herfelf a world, with ocean circumfus'd ? 

^Tis Ale that warms her fons t' affert her claim 
And with full volley makes her naval tubes 
Thunder difallrous doom to opponent powers ! 

Nor potent only to enkindle Mars, 

And fire with knightly prowefs recreant fouls ; 

It fcience can encourage, and excite 

The mind to ditties blithe, and charming fong* 

Thou, Pallas, to my fpeech juft wirtefs bear ; 

How oft haft thou thy votaries beheld 
At Crambo merry met, and hymning fhrill 
With voice harmenic each, whilft.othei5Jrilit» 

y 3 iiif 
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In mazy dance, or Ceftrian gambols fliew. 

Elate with mighty joy. when to the brim 
Chritheian nedar crown'd the lordly bowL 
(Equal to Neftor's ponderous cup, which alk'd 
A. hero's arm to mount it on the board. 

Ere he th' embattail'd Pylians led, to quell 
The pride of Dardan youth in hofting direj* 

Or if, with front unblefs'd, came towering in 
Prodior armipotent, in ilern deport 
Refembling turban'd Turk, when high he widdi 
His feimeter with huge two-handed fway. 

Alar’ I'd with threatening accent, harflier far 
Than that ill-omen'd found the bird of night. 

With beak uncomely bent, from dodder'd oak 
Screams out, the lick man's trump of doleful doom; 
Thy jocund fons confront the horrid van. 

That crowds his gonfalon of feven foot fize : 

And with their rubied faces Hand the foe ; 

Whilfl: they of fober guife contrive retreat. 

And run with ears ered ; as the tall Hag 
Unharbour'd by the wood-man quits his layre. 

And flies the yeming pack which clofe purfue. 

So thq?’ not bowfy dread th* approaching foe : 

They run, they fly, till flying on obfeure, 
Hight-founder'd in town-ditches flagnant gurge. 
Soph rowls on Soph promifeuous. — Caps aloof 
Quadrate and circular confus'dly fly* 

The fport of fierce "Norwegian tempefts, toft 
By Thrafeia's coadjutant, and the roar 
Of loud 'Euroclydon*s tumultuous gufts,'^ 



C# Hr ji^ X# X 


8^7 

She fald : the iire of Gods and mm fupremCji 
With afped bland, attentive audience gave. 

Then nodded awful : from his fhaken locks 
Ambrofiai fragrance flew : the flgnal given 
By Ganymede the fkinker foon was ken'd ; 

With Ale he Heaven's capacious goblet crown’d. 

To Phrygian mood Apollo tun'd his lyre^ 

The Mufes fang alternate, all carous’d. 

But Bacchus murmuring left th’ affembled powers# 

BACHANALIAN SONG^ 

BY MR- PHILIPS^- 

C OME, fill me aglais, iill it high, 

A bumper, a bumper I '11 have : 

He 's a fool that will flinch ; I 'II not bate an inch. 
Though I drink myfelf into my gra\ e* 

Here 's a health to all thofe jolly fouls. 

Who like me will never give o'er, [bowl*?. 

Whom no danger controuls, but will take oiF their 
And merrily flrickle for more. 

Brown Reafon and all fuch weak foes, 

I fcorn to obey her command ; 

Gould Ihe ever fuppofe I 'd be led by the nofe. 

And let my glafs idly ftand ? 

From many circumftances, 1 have little doubt but tKj-s con- 
vivial fong was by the author The Splendid ShilUng.'’ There 
was, however, an earlier poet, of both the names of this author j 
ivho was nephew to Milton, and -wrote fome memoirs of hii 
uacle, and feveral burle%ue poems. N» 
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Iqiutatioin 's a bugbear to fools^ 

A foe to tbe joys of dear drinking, 
de ufe of by tools, wbo *d fet us new rules, 
\nd bring us to politic thinking. 

?ill them all, I II have fix in a hand. 

For I ^ve trifled an age away ; 
s in vain to command, the fleeting fand 
lolls on, and cannot flay. 

"ome, ray lads, move the glafs, drink about. 
We ’ll drink the univerfe dry ; 

’ll fet foot to foot, and drink it all out, 
f once we grow fober we die. 
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PREFACE. 

I T has been fo ufnal among fnodcrn authors to write 
prefaces^ that a man is thought rude to his reader, 
who does not give him fome account before-hand of 
what he is to exped in the book. 

The greateft part of this colledion oonfife of amo- 
rous verfes. Thofe who are converfant with the writ* 
iiigs of the ancients, will obferve a great difference be- 
tween what they and the moderns have pubHlhed upon 
this fubjed. The occafions upon which the poems of 
the former are written, are fuch-as happen to every man 
aimoft that is in love ; and the thoughts fuch, as are 
natural for every man in lo\€ to think. The moderns, 
on the other hand, have fought out for occafions that 
none meet with but themfclves; and fill their verfes 
with thoughts that are furprizing and glittering, but' 
not tender, paffionate, or natural to a man in love. 

To judge which of thefe two are in the right 5 wc 
ought to confider the end that people propofe in writing 
love verfes: and that I take not to be the getting 
fame or admiration from the world, but the obtaining 
the love of their miftrefs 5 and the beft way I conceive' 
to make her love you, is to convince her that you love 
her. Now this certainly is not to be done by forced 
•oonceits, far-fetched fimilies, and fhining points ; but 
by a true and lively reprefentatioa of the pains and 
iJioughts attending fuch a pafiion# 

Si 
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'c# — — - Si vis me flere, dlolendtim eft 

Primum ipfi tibi, tunc tuit me iafortpnia 

I would as foott believe a widow in great grief for 
huiband, bccaufe I faw tier dance a corant about 
his coffin* ai» believe a man in love with his iniftrefs for 
Iris writing fuch verfes a$ feme great raodem wits have 
-done upon theirs. 

I am :(|itisf!ed that Catullus, Tibullus* FropertittSi 
and Ovid, were in love with their miftreffes while thcf 
tapbraid them, quarrel wkh them, threaten them, aid 
forfwear them; but I confefs I cannot bdieve Petrarch’ 
in love with his, wlien he writes conceits upon her name,, 
her gloves, and the place of her birth. I know it h 
natural for a lover, in tranfports of jealoufy, to treat 
liis miftrefs with all the violence imaginable ; but I 
cannot think it natural for a man, who is much in love, 
to amufe himfclf with fuch trifles as the other. I am' 
plcafed with Tibullus, when he fays, he could live m 
•a defart with his milirefs where never any human foot-‘ 
fieps appeared, becaufe I doubt not but he really thinks 
what he fays ; but I confefs I can hardly forbear laugh-i 
ing when Petrarch tells us, he could live without any 
■other fuhenance than his'miftrefs's looks. I can very* 
eaffiy bdievc a man may love a woman fo well as to de^* 
fire no company but hers; but I can never believe a 
man can love a woman fo well as to have no need of 
-meat and drink it he may look upon her. The firtt iir 
a? thought fo natural for a lover, that there is no man^ 
really in love, but thinks the tame thing ; the officr itf 

not 
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«not the thought of a man in love, but of a man who 
ivould impofe upon us with a pretended love (and 
that indeed very grofsly too) while he had really none 
^at all. 

It would be endlefs to purfue this point ; and any 
man who will but give himfeif the trouble to compare 
what the ancients and moderns have faxd upon the fame 
occafions, will foon perceive the advantage the formet 
have over the others. I have cliofen to mention Pc-*> 
trarch only, as being by much the moft famous of ail 
the moderns who have written lovc-verfes : and it Is,, 
indeed, the great reputation which he has gotten, that 
"has given -encouragement to this falfc fort of wit in the 
world : for people, feeing th ' great credit he had, and 
has indeed to this day, not only in Italy, but over 
all Europe, have fatished tliemfelves with the imitation- 
of him, never enquiring whether the way he took wm 
the right or not. 

There are no modern writers, perhaps, who have' 
fucceeded better in love-verfes than the Englilh 5 and 
it is indeed juft that the faireft ladies Ihould infpire the 
beft poets. Never was there a more copious fancy or 
greater reach of wit than what appears in Dr% Donne 5 
nothing can be more gallant or genteel than the poems 
of Mr. Waller ; nothing more gay or fprightly than thofe 
of Sir John Suckling 5 and nothing fuller of variety and* 
learning than Mr. Cowley’s. However, it may be ob^ 
ferved, that among all thefe, that foftnefs, rendernels, 
and violence of paffion, wrich the ancients thought 
amoft proper for lovc-verfes, is wanting : and at the fame 
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time that we muft allow Dr. Donne to have been a vay 
great wit ; Mr. Waller a very gallant writer ; Sir John 
Suckling a very gay one ; and Mr. Cowley a great genius ; 
yet methinks I can hardly fancy any one of them to 
bav« been a very great lover. And it grieves me that 
the ancients, who could never have handfomer women 
tlian we have, Ihould ne\’ertheiefs be fo much more in 
love than we are. But it is probable the great reafon 
of this may be the cruelty of our ladies ; for a man 
mull be imprudent indeed to let his palTion take very 
deep root, when he has no reafon to exped any fort of 
return to it. And if it be fo, there ought to be a 
petition made to the fair, that they would be pleafed 
fometimes to abate a little of their rigour for the propa- 
gation of good verfe. I do not mean that they Ihould 
confer their favours upon none but men of wit, that 
would be too great a confinement indeed ; but that they, 
would admit them upon the fame foot with other people; 
and if they pleafe now and then to make the experiment, 
1 fancy they will find entertainment enough from the 
very variety of it, 

I'here are three forts of poems that are proper for love : 
paftorals, elegies, and lyric verfcs ; under which laft-, 
I comprehend all fongs, odes, fonnets, madrigals, and 
ftanzas. Of all thefe, paftoral is the lowefi, and, upon 
that account, perhaps moil proper for love ; fince it 
is the nature of that paffion, to render the foul foft 
^nd humble* Thefe three forts of poems ought to dif- 
fer, not only in their numbers, but in the defigns, and 
m every thought of them. Though we have no dif- 
ference 
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ierfince between the verfes of paftoral and elegy in the 
modern languages, yet the numbers of the firit ought 
to be loofer and not fo fonorous as the other ; the thoughts 
more fimple, more eafy, and more Inmible* The dc- 
fign ought to be the reprefenting the hfe of a fhepherd, 
not only by talking of iheep and fields, but l>> (liowing 
m the truth, fmcenty, and innocence, that accompanies 
that foit of life; for though 1 know our mailers, 
Theocritus and Viigil, have not alviays coafoimcJ in 
this point of innocence; Theociitus, in his Daphnis, 
having made lus love too uanton, and Virgil, in Iiis 
Alexis, placed Ins pa/Tion upon a boy ; yet (if \\c may 
be allo\!ied to cenfure thofe uhom wc niuil alwajs 
reverence) I take both thofe things to be faults in their 
poems, and fliould have been better picafetl u ith the 
Alexis if it had been made to «n 'v^onian ; and with the 
Daphnis, if he had made his fhepherds more modeiL 
When I give humility and modeilj. as the chaiader of 
palloral, it is not, however, but that a ihepherd may 
be allowed to boaft of his pipe, his foiigs, his flocks, 
and to fhew a contempt of Ills ri\ al, as W’c fee both 
Theociitus and Virgil do. But this muft he ffill in 
fuch a manner as if the occafion offered itfelf, and was 
not fought, and proceeded rather from the \iolence of 
the fhepherd's palTion, than any natural pride or malice 
in him. 

There ought to be the lame difcrencc obfcrved be* 
tween paftorals and elegies as between the life of the 
country and the court. In the firft, love ought to be 
reprefented as among fliepherds, in the other as among 
'VoL. XVII. Z gentlemen. 
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gentlemen. They ought to be fmooth, clear, tender, 
$tnd paffionate. The thoughts imy be bold, more gay^, 
and more elevated, than in pa£oraL The paffions they 
xeprefent, exthei more gallant or more violent, and kfs 
innocent than the others. The fub;eds of them, praj/ers, 
praifes, expodnladons, quarrels, reconcilements, threat- 
nmgs, jcaloufies, and in line, all the natural effeds 
of love. 

J^yncks may be allowed to handle all the famefuhjcds 
with elegy, but to do it howe\ er in a different manner. 
An elegy ought to be fo entirely one thing, and every 
verfe ought fo to depend upon the other, that they 
.fhould not be able to fubfiil: alone ; or, to make ufe oi 
the words of a * great modern critic, there mull: be 

ajufl coherence made 

Between each thought, and the whole model laid, 
** So right, that every flep may higher rife. 

Like goodly mountains, till they reach the fkies/' 

Lyric ks, on the other hand, though they ought to 
make one body as well as the other, }ct may conlill of 
parts that are entire of themfelves. It being a rule in 
modern languages, that every llanza ought to make up 
a complete fenfe without running into the other. Fre- 
quent fentcnces, which aie accounted faults in elegies, 
are beauties here. Befides this, Malherbe, and tl e French 
poets after him, have made it a lulc in the ilanzas of 
fa lines, to male a paufc at the third ; and in thofe of 


^ land Mulgrave. 
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ten lines, at the third and the fevcnth. And it niuO: be 
confeft that this exaftnefs renders them much more 
muheal and harmonious ; though they have not always 
been fa religious in obferving the latter rule as the 
former. 

But I am engaged in a very^ vain, or a very foolifh 
de%n : thofe wiio are critics, it would be a pie- 
fumption iii me to pretend I could inlhud ; and to in- 
graft thofe who are not, at the fame time I wiitemyfelf, 
is (if I may be allowed to apply another man's 
fimile) like felling arms to an enemy in time of uar; 
though there ought, perhaps, to be more indulgence 
Ihewn to things of love and gallantry than any others, 
becaufe they are geneially written v\hen people are 
young, and intended ior ladies v4io are not fuppofed to 
be very old , and all young people, efpecially of the fair 
fex, are more taken with the livelinefs of fancy, than 
the corrednefs of judgment. It may be alfo obferved, 
that to w'ritc of love well, a man muft be really in 
love ; and to corred his writings well, he mufl be out 
of love Ilgam. I am well enough fatishcd I may' be 
an circumllancea of w'riting of love, but I am almofl in 
defpair of ev^er being in circumilances of corredmg it* 
This I 1 ope may be a reafon for the fair and the 
young to pafs over fome of the faults , and as for the 
grave and wife, all the favour I Hiali beg of them is, 
that they would not read them. Things of this nature 
are calculated only for the former. If love-verfes work 
bpon the ladies, a man will not trouble himfelf with 
what the critics fay of them i and if they do not, all 
Z a the 
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the comniendations the critics can give him will make 
but very little amends. All I fhall fay for thcfe trifles 
is> that I pretend not to vie with any man whatfoever. 
I doubt not but there are feveral now living who are 
able to write better on all fubjeffcs than I am upon any 
one : but I will take the boldncfs to fay, that there 
is no one man among them all who fhall be readier to 
acknowledge his own faults, or to do jullice to the 
merits of other people. 
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B r 

WILLIAM- WALSH, Esc^ 


TO El IS BOOK* 

G O, little book, and to the woxld impart 
The faithful image of an amorous heart : 
Thofe who love’s dear deluding pains have known. 
May in my fatal ftories read their own. 

Thofe who have liv’d from all its torments free, 

May find the thing they never felt, by me. 

Perhaps, advis’d, avoid the gilded bait. 

And, warn’d by my example, fhun my fate. 

While with calm joy, fafe landed on the coailj, 

I view the waves on which I once was toll. 

Love IS a medley of cndeaiments, jars, 

Sufpicions, quarrels, leconcilements, wars; 

Then peace again. Oh I wmuld it not be bcH 
To chacfi the fatal poifon from our breaft ? 

But, fmee fo few can live from paffion free, 

Jiappy the man, and only happy he, 

Z 5 Who 
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Who with fuch luckj liars begins his !o\e. 

That his cooi judgment docs his choice approve. 
Ill-grounded paflions qiiickly wear away , 

What 's built upon eltccm can ne’er decay. 


ELEGY. 

THE unrewarded LOVER, 

L et the dull Merchant curfe his angry fate, 
And from the winds and waves his fortune \^ait 
Let the loud La\\yei break his brains, and be 
A flaic to wrangling coxcombs, for a fee : 

Let the rough Soldier light his prince’s foes. 

And for a livelihood his life expofe : 

I wage no war, I plead no caufe, but Love's | 

I fear no ftorms but what Celinda inoies. 

And what grave cenfor can my choice defpife ? 

Eut here, fair charmer, here the difference lies ; 
The Merchant, after all his hazards pall, 

EnjO}s the fruit of his long toils at lafl; 

The Soldier high in his king’s favour Hands* 

And, after having long obey’d, commands. 

The Lawyer, to reward his tedious care. 

Roars on the bench, that babbled at the bar : 

While I take pains to meet a fate more haid. 

And reap no fruit, no favour, no xewaid. 


E P 
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EPIGRAM. 

WHITTEN IN A lady’s TABLE-BOOK* 

W ITH 'v^ hat Grange raptures would my foul bt 

blch, 

Were but her book an emblem of her bread I 
As I from that all former marks ejfface> 

And, uncontrord> put new ones in their place 5 
So might I chacc all others from her heart, 

And my own image in the ftead impait. 

But, ah ! how Ihort the bhfs would prove, if he 
"Who feiz'd it next, might do the fame by me! 


ELEGY* 
THE POWER OF VERSB« 
To HIS MIfiTRESSfc 


"Y/^THILEthofe 


bright eyes fubdue where-e’er you 


And, as you pleafe, can either fa?e or kill i 
What youth fo bold the conqueft to defign ? 

What wealth fo great to purchafe hearts like thine ? 
Konc but the Mufe that privilege can claim. 

And what you give in love, return in fame* 

Kielies and titles with your life muft end ; 

3\hiy, cannot ev’n in life your fame deiend 1 
Xt 


Verfe 
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Verfe can give fame, can fading beauties favc,. 

And, after death, redeem them from the grave ; 
Embalm'd in verfe, through diflant times they comej^ 
Preferv'd, like bees within an amber tomb. 

PoLt& (like monarchs on an Ea^crn throne, 

JReflrain’d by nothing but their will alone) 

Here can cry up, and there as boldly blame. 

And, as they pleafe, give infamy or fame. 

In vain the * Tyrian Queen refigns her life. 

For the bright glory of a fpotlefs wife. 

If lying bards may falfe amours rehearfe. 

And blafl her name with arbitrary verfe; 

While + one, who all the abfence of her lord 
Had her wide courts with prefiing lovers 
Yet, by a Poet grac’d, in deathlefs rhymes. 

Stands a qhafle pattern to fuccceding times,. 

With pity then the Mufes’ friends fiirvey,. 

Nor think your favours there arc thrown away ; 

Wifely like feed on fruitful foil they ’re thrown. 

To bring large crops of glory and lenawn ; 

For as the fun, that in the marflies breeds 
Nothing but naufeous and unwholfome weeds. 

With the fame rays, on rich and pregnant earth. 

To pleafant flowers and ufeful fruits gives birth t 
So favours call on fools get only fhame. 

On Poets fhed, produce eternal fame ; 

Their generous breafts warm with a genial 
And more than all the Mufes can infpire, 

Penelope. 

JE^LOIFST, 
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JEALOUSY. 


I. 

W HO could more happy, who more bleft could live^ 
Than they whom kind, whom amorous pallions 
move I 

What crowns, what empires, greater joys could giv@> 
Than the foft chains, the flavery of Love ? 

Were not the bhfs too often croll 
By that unhappy, vile diftmft. 

That gnawing doubt, that anxious fear, that dangerous 
malady. 

That terrible tormenting rage, that madnefs, Jealouij, 

II. 

In vain Celinda boafts Ihe has been true, 

111 vain fhe fwears file keeps untouched her charms; 
Dire Jealoufy does all my pains renew. 

And reprefents her in my nvaFs arms ; 

His lighs I hear, his looks I view, 

I fee her damned advances too ; 

I fee hei fmile, I fee her kifs ; and, oh I methinks I fee 
Her give up all thofe joys to him, fhe Ihould referve 
for me. 

IIX. 

Ingrateful Fair-one ! canft thou hear my groans ? 
Canli: thou behold thefe tears that fill my eyes ? 

And yet, unmov'd by all my pains, my moans^ 

Into another's asms refigu my prize i 


i£ 



If merit could not gain your love. 

My fufferings might your pity move ; 

Might hinder you from adding thus, by jealous frenzies, 
more 

New pangs to one whom hopelcfs love had plagued too 
much before. 

IV. 

Think not, falfe nymph, my fury to out-ftorm ; 

fcorn your anger, and defpife your frown 
Drefs up your rage in its mofl hideous form, 

It will not mov^e my heart when lov e is flown ; 

No, though you from my kindaefs fly. 

My vengeance you fhall fatisfy : 

The Mufe, that would hav^efung your praife, fhall now 
aloud proclaim 

To the malicious, fpiteful world, your infamy and fhame* 
V* 

Ye Gods ! fhe weeps ; behold that falling lliower ! 
See how her eyes are quite diflolv'd in tears I 
Gan fhe in vain that precious torrent pour ? 

Oh, no, it bears away my doubts and fears ; 

'Twas Pity fure that made it flow ; 

Tor the fame pity, flop it now , 

For every charming, heavenly drop that from thofe eyes 
does part. 

Is paid with ftreams of blood, that gufli from my o*ct^ 
flowing heart. 

YI. 

Yes, I will love ; I will believe you true. 

And raife my paffions up as high as e'er , 

Nay, I'll believe you falfe, yet love you too. 

Let the leaft fign of penitence appear. 


HI 
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JEAI^OUSy, 

111 frame excufes for your fault. 

Think you furpriz'd, or meanly caught; 

Nay in the fury, in the height of that abhorr’d embrace. 
Believe you thought, believe at leaft you wifh’d, me in 
the place, 

TII, 

Oh, let me He whole ages in thofe arms. 

And on that bofom lull afleep iny cares : 

Forgiie thofe foolifli fears of fancy 'd harms 
That llab my foul, while thvy but move thy tears; 
And think, unlefs I lov'd thee flill, 

I had not treated thee fo ill ; 

For thefe rude pangs of jcaloufy are much more certain 
hgns 

Of love, than all the tender words an amorous fancy 
coins. 

VIII. 

Torment me vith this horrid rage no more; 

Oh fmile, and grant one reconciling ki£s I 
Ye Gods, fne % kind I I'm ecflacy all o'er! 

My foul 's too narrow to contain the bhfs. 

Thou pleafmg torture of my breail. 

Sure thou wert fram'd to plague my refl, 

Since both the 111 and Good you do, alike mj peace 
deftroy ; 

1 hat kills me with excefs of grief, this with excefs 
of joy. 


CURE 
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CURE OF JEALOUSY. 

W HAT tortures can tliere be in liell. 
Compar’d to what fond lowrs feel. 
When, doating on fome fair-oni’s charms, 
They think fhe yields them to their nvafs arms ? 

As lions, though they once were tame. 

Yet if lharp wounds their rage inflame. 

Lift up their ftormy voices, roar. 

And tear the keepers they obey’d before* 

So fares the lover when his breaft 
By jealous phrenzy is pofTeft ; 

Forfwears the nymph for whom he burns,. 

Yet jftraight to her whom he forfwears returns# 

But when the fair refolves his doubt. 

The love comes in, the fear goes out ; 

The cloud of Jealoufy ’s difpeird. 

And the bright fun of innocence reveal’d* 

With what ftrange raptures is he blefl: I 
Raptures too great to be expreft. 

Though hard the torment ’s to endure, 

Who would not have the ficknefs for the cure ? 


SONNET 
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SONNET. 

DEATH. 

W HAT bas this bugbear Death tbat^s worth ouf 
care> 

After a life in pain and forrcw pall. 

After deluding hope and dire delpair. 

Death only gives us quiet at the lall. 

How Hrangely are our love and hate milplac’d ! 

Freedom we feek, and yet from freedom flee ; 
Courting thofe tyrant-fins that chain us fall. 

And flmnning Death, that only fets us free* 

*Tis not a foolifh fear of future pains, 

^ Why Ihould they fear who keep their fouls from llains 
That makes me dread thy terrors. Death, to fee: 
^Tis not the lof> of riches, or of fame. 

Or the vain toys the vulgar pleafures name; 

'Tis nothing, Ca;lia, but the lofing thee. 

elegy* 

TO HIS FALSE MISTRESS. 

jELI a, your tricks will now no longer pafs. 

And I'm no more the fool that once I was. 

I know my happier rival does obtain 
All the vail bills for which I ligh in vain. 

Him, 
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Him, him you love, to me you ufe your art; 

I had your looks, another had your heart ; 

To me you *re hck, to me of fpies afraid ; 

He finds your fickncfs gone, your fpies betray'd : 

I figh beneath your window all the night ; 

He in your arms pofTcffes the delight. 

I know you tieat me thus Wfe fair, I do ; 

And, oh ! what plagues me uorfc, he knows it too; 
To him my fighs are told, my letters fliown, 

And ail my pains arc his div(‘rfion grown. 

Yet, fince you could fiich horrid treafous afi, 

I’m pleas’d you chofc out him to do the fact ; 

PHs vanity does for my wrongs atone, 

And ’tis iy that I have your iaifehood known#. 

What lhail I do ! for, treated at this latc, 

1 mud: not love, and yet I cannot hate ; 

I hate the adions, but I love the face ; 

Oh, were thy virtue more, or beauty lefs ! 

I’m all confufioh, and my foul ’s on fiic. 

Torn by contending reafon and dcfire ; 

This bids me love, that bids me love give o’er, 

One counfels bed, the other plcaies more. 

I know I ought to hate you for your fault, 

But, oh ! I cannot do the thing 1 ought, 

Canil thou,, mean wretch I canff: thou contented prove 
With the cold relicks of a rival’s love ? 

Why* did I fee that face to charm my bread ? 

Or, having feen, why did I know the red ? 

Gods » if i have obey’d your jud commands. 

If I ’ve deferv’d feme favour of your hands ; 


Make 
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Make me that tame, that eafy fool again. 

And nd me of ray knowledge and my pain : 

And you, falfe fail ! for whom fo oft I ^''e griev'^d,. 
Pity a wretch that begs to be deceiv’'d ; 

Forfwear yourfelf for one who dies for you. 

Vow, not a word of the whole charge wna true; 
But fcandals all, and forgeries, devis'd 
By a vain wretch ncglefttd and defpibM* 

I too wdll help to forward the deceit. 

And, to my power, contiibutc to the cheat. 

And thou, bold man, who think’fl to rival rae^ 

For thy prefaraption I could pardon thee; 

I could forgive thy lying in her arms, 

I could forgive thy riding all her charms ; 

But, oh! I nei'cr can forgne the tongue 
That boads her favours, and proclaims my %Tong>. 


UPON THE SAME OCCASIOhL 

W HAT fury does diRurb my red ? 

What hell is this u ithin my bread ? 

Now I abhor, and now I love , 

And each an equal torment prove. 

I fee Celmda's cruelty, 

I fee Ihe loves all men but me; 

I fee her falfehood, fee her pride,. 

J fee ten thoufand faults belide ; 

I fee Ihe Hicks at nought that ’s ill ; 

Yet, oh }c Powers ! I love her dill. 


Others 



WALSH* S POEMS. 


35 ^ 

OAers on precipices run. 

Which, blind with love, they cannot fhun : 
I fee my danger, fee my ruin ; 

Yet feck, yet court, my own undoing : 
And each new reafon I explore 
To hate her, makes me love her more. 


THE ANTIDOTE. 

W HEN I fee the bright nymph who mj heart 
docs enthral. 

When I view her foft eyes, and her languifcing air* 
Her meiit fo great, my own merit fo fmall. 

It makes me adore, and it makes me defpair. 

But when I confider, fhe fqnanders on fools 

All thofe treafures of beaut}^ with w’hich fne is flor*dj 
My fancy it damps, my paffion it cools. 

And it makes me defpife wdiat before I adorki. 

Thus fometimes I defpair, and fometimes I defpife: 

I love, and I hate, but I never eltecro : 

The pafhon grows up when I view her bright eyes. 
Which my rivals d^ftioy when I look upon them. 

How wifely does Nature things fo different unite ? 

In fuch odd compofitions our fafety is found ; 

As the blood of a fcOrpion 's a cure for the bite. 

So her folly makes whole whom her beauty does 
wound. 


UPON 
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C -^LIA, too late you would repeat^ 
The olFetlng all your ilore, 

Is now but like a pardon fent 
To one that ’s dead before. 

While at the iirft you cruel proved. 

And grant the bhfs too late ; 

You hinder’d me of one I lov^d. 

To give me one I hate. 

I thought you innocent as fair. 

When firft my court I made ; 

But when your falfehoods plain appear*. 

My love no longer Hay'd. 

Your bounty of thofe favours iliount, 
Whofe worth you firft deface. 

Is melting valued medals doun> 

And giving us <he brafs. 

Oh, fince the thing we beg a toy 
That 's priz’d by love alone. 

Why cannot women grant the joy. 

Before our love is gone ? 


A a 
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THE RECONCILEMENT 

B e gone, ye figlis! be gone, ye tears! 

Be gone, ye jcalonfies and fears 1 
Cellnda fwears (he never lov'd, 

Cehnda fwears none ever mov'd 
Her heart, but I ; if tliis be true, 

Shall I keep company with you ? 

What though a fenfclcfs rival fwore 
She faid as much to him l^efore ? 

What though 1 faw him in her bed f 
I ’ll truft not what I faw, but what Bie faid® 

Curfe on the prudent and the wife. 

Who ne’er believe fuch pleafmg lies ; 

I grant fhe only does deceive ; 

I grant ’tis folly to believe ; 

But by this folly I vaft pleafures gain. 

While you with all your wifdom live in pain* 

bialogue 

BETWEEN A LOVER AND HIS FRIEND# 

[irregular verses,] 

ERIE N D. 

XTALUE thyfelf, fond}outh, no more? 

V On favours Muliis had before j. 

He had her firll, her virgin flame. 

You like a bold intruder came 

To 
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To the cold relicks of a feafl'. 

When he at firfl: had feiz^d the beft* 

LOVER, 

When he, dull fot, had feiz’d the worfe„ 

I came in at the fecond courfe ; 

^Tis chance that £rft makes people love. 

Judgment their riper fancies move, 

Mulus, you fay, firll charmM her eyes ; 

Firft, fhe lov*d babies and dirt-pies ; 

But fhe giew wifer,, and in time 
Found out the folly of thofc toys and him,. 

p R I E N D. 

If wifdom change in love begets. 

Women, no doubt, are wondrous wits. 

But wifdom that now makes her change to you. 

In time will make her change to others too. 

LOVE RV 

I giant you, no man can forefec Hs doom*; 

But fhall I grieve becaufe an ill may come ? 

Yet I ’ll allow her change, when fhe can fee 
A man deferves her more than me,* 

As much as I deferve her moi:« than he* 

F R J E w n* 

^ Did they with our own eyes fee ottr dcferC- 
No woman e’er could from her lover part. 

But, oh I they fee not with their own. 

All things to them are through falfe optics 'fhewn. 
Love at the does all your charms mcreafe. 

When the tube ’s turn'd^ hate reprefents-^them 

AaZ LOVER* 
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Whate’er may come, I will not grieve 
For dangers that I can’t believe* 

She "li ne'er ceafe loving me; or if Ihc do, 

^Tis ten to one I ceafe to love her too. 

EPIGRAM. 

E y C E. 

G O, faid old Lyce, fenfelefs lover, go. 

And with foft verfes court the fair ; but know, 
With all thy verfes, thou canli get no more 
Than fools without one verfe have had before. 

Enrag'd at this, i pon the bawd I flew. 

And that which moft enrag'd me w^as, 'twas true. 

THE FAIR MOURNER. 

I N what fad pomp the mournful charmer lies I 
Does fhe lament the vidiim of her eyes ? 

‘Or would fhe hearts with foft compaffion move. 

To make them take the deeper ftamp of love ? 

What youth fo wife, fo wary to efcape. 

When Rigour comes, dreft up in Pity's fliape ? 

Let not in vain thofe precious tears be Ihed, 

Pity the dying fair one, not the dead ; 

While you unjuftly of the fates complain, 

I grieve as much for you, as much m vain. 

Each to relentlefs judges make their moan ; 

Blame not Death’s cruelty, but ceafe your own. 

While 
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While raging palTion both our fouls does wound, 

A fovereign balm might fare for both be found ; 
Would you but wipe your fruitlefs tears away. 

And with a juft compaflion mine furvey. 

EPIGRAM. 

TO HIS FALSE MISTRESS. 

T hou faldft that I alone thy heart could move. 
And that for me thou wouldft abandon J ove* 

I lov’d thee then, not with a love defil’d, 

Eut as a father loves his only child. 

I know thee now, and though I fierceller burn. 

Thou art become the objed of my fcorn : 

See what thy falfehood gets ; I muft confels* 

I love thee more, but I efteem thee lefs. 

EPIGRAM. 

- LOVE AND Jl^ALOTJSY. 

H OW much are they deceiv’d who vainly ftrive 
By jealous fears to keep our flames alive I 
Love ’s like a torch, which, if fecur’d from blafls,. 
Will faintlier burn, but then it longer lafts : 

Expos’d to ftorms of jealoufy and doubt, 

’I'he blaze grows greater, but *tis fooner out» 
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ELEGY. 

the petition. 

IN IMITATION OF CATULLUS* 

I S there a pious pleafure that proceeds 

From contemplation of our virtuous deeds ? 
That all mean fordid adions we dcfpife. 

And fcorn to gain a throne by cheats and lies ? 
Thyrfis, thou had Cure blelfings kid in dore. 

From thy jud dealing iu this curd amour; 

What honour can in words or deeds be fiiown^ 
Wdiich to the fair thou had not faid and done ? 

On her falfc heart they all are thrown away ; 

She only fwears> more eas'ly to betray. 

Ye Powers ! that know the many vows jfhe broke. 
Free my jud foul from this unequal yokel 
My love boils up, and, like a raging Hood, 

Runs through my veins, and taints my vital blood. 
I do not vainly beg die may grow chade. 

Or with an equal paHion burn at lad j 

The one die cannot praflife, though die would ; 

And I contemn the other, Hiougli Oie diould : 

Nor aik I vengeance on the perjuFd jilt ; 

'Tis punidiraent enough to have her guilt. 

I beg but balfam for my bleeding bread. 

Cure for my wounds, and from my labours red. 


ELEGY, 
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ELEGY, 

UPON qtJITTING HIS MISTRESS* 

I K N O W, Celinda, I have borne too Iong> 

And, by forgiving, have increas'd my wiong: 
Yet if there be a power in verfe to flack 
Thy courfe in vice, or bring Hed virtue back, 

I ’ll undertake the talk, howe'er fo hard ; 

A generous adion is its own reward. 

Oh ! were thy virtues equal to thy charms, 

I 'd fly from crowns to live within thofc arms ; 

But w'ho, oh who, can e'er believe thee jufl. 

When fuch known falfehoods have deftroy'd all trufl? 

Farewel, falfe fair I nor fhall I longer flay* 

Since we muft pait, why fhould we thus delay? 

Your love alone was what my foul could prize. 

And raifling that, can all the reft delpife ; 

Yet fhould I not repent my follies paft. 

Could you take up and grow rcferv'd at laft, 

’Twould pleafe me, parted from your fatal charms. 
To fee you happy in another's arms. 

Whatever threatenings fury might extorit. 

Oh fear not I fhould ever do you hurt : 

For though my former paflion is remov'd, 

I would not injure one I once had lov'd. 

Adieu ^ while thus I wafte my time in vain. 

Sure there are maids I might entirely gain ; 

Aa^ ril 
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I 'll fearch for focB, and to the firft that 's true^ 
"Refign the heart fo hardly freed from yon, 

Ta HIS MISTRESS, 

AGAINST MARRIAGE* 

Y e S, all the world mull fure agree. 

He who 's fecur'd of having thee. 

Will be entirely blefl ; 

But 't were in me too great a wrong. 

To make one who has been fo long 
My qi^en, my Have at laft. 

Nor ought thofe things to be confin'd. 

That were for public good defign'd ; 

Could %ve in foolilh pride, 

Make the fun aiways with us Hay, 

’Twould burn our com and grafs away. 

To ftarve the world befidc* 

Let not the thoughts of parting fright 
Two fouls, which paffion.does unite; 

For while our love does laH, 

Neither will ftrive to go av-ay ; 

And why the devil fhould we ftay. 

When once that love is pall i 


EFT 
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EPIGRAM, 

C H L O E. 

C HLOE new-marry'd looks on men no more; 
Why then "tis plain for what ihe looked before* 

EPIGRAM. 

C O R N u S, 

C ORNU S proclaims aloud his wife ^s a wholes 
Alas, good Cornus> what can we do more F 
Wert thou no cuckold, we might make thee one; 

But being one, we cannot make thee none, 

EPIGRAM* 

^ T H R A S O, 

ASO picks quarrels hen he *$ drunk at night?; 
V7hen fober in the morning daresmot fight. 
Thrafo, to fhun thofe ills that may enfue,, 

Drink not at night, or drink at morning too* 

EPIGRAM. 

GRIPE ANP SHIFTER. 

R ich Gripe does all his thoughts and cunning bcndli, 
T* increafe that wealth he wants the foul to fpend. 
Poor Shifter does his whole contrivance fet 
To fpend that wealth he wants the fenfe to get. 

How 
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How Happy would appear to each his fate. 

Had Gripe hts humour, or iic Gripe's diate! 
Kind Fate and Fortune, blend them if you can. 
And of two wretches male ISne happy man I 

TO C L I A, 

•UrON SOME ALTERATIONS IN HER FACE, 

A h, Cselia! where are now tiie chaims 

That did fuch wondrous paffions move ? 
Time, cruel Time, thofe tyts difarms. 

And blunts the feeble darts of Lo\ e* 

What malice does the tyrant bear 
To womens* inrerell:, and to ours ? 

Beauties in winch the public fhare. 

The greedy villain firft devours. 

Who, without tears, can fee a prince 
That trams of fawning courtiers had. 
Abandon'd, left without defence ? 

Nor is thy haplefs fare lefs fad. 

Thou who fo many fools haft known. 

And all the fools would hardly do, 

Shouldft now confine thyfelf to one I 
And he, alas ! a htfband too. 

See the ungrateful ftaves, how* fall 
They from thy fetting glories run ; 

And in what mighty crowds they liafte 
To wc^fhip Flavk's rifing fan ! 
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In vain are all tlie practis'd wiles, 

111 vain thofe eyes would love impart ; 
Not all th’ advances, all the fmiles. 

Can move one unrelenting heart. 

While Flavia, charming Flavia, Hill 
By cruelty her caufe maintains ; 

And fcarce vouchfafes a carelefs fmile 
To the poor Haves that wear her chains* 

Well, Caelia, let them waHe their tears ; 

But fure they will in time repine, 

That thou haft not a face like hers. 

Or Ihe has not a heart like thine* 


THE B,ETIREMENT. 

A ll hail, ye fields, where conftant peace attends! 

All hail, ye facred folitary groves I 
All hail, ye books, my true, my real friends, 

Whofe converfation pleafes and improves I 

Could one who ftudyM your fublimer rules 
Become fo mad to fearch for joys abroad ? 

To run to towns, to herd with knaves and fools. 

And undiftinguifh’d pafs among the crowd ? 

One to ambitious fancy made a prey. 

Thinks happinefs in great preferment lies ; 

Nor fears for that his country to betray, 

Curft by the fools, and laught at by the wile* 

Others 
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Others, whom avaricious thoughts bewitch, 

Confume theiu time to multiply their gabsj^, 

And, fancying wretched all that arc not rich, 
Negle<fl the end of life to get the means* 

Others, the name of pleafure does inute. 

All their dull time in fenfuai joys they lite; 

And hope to gain, that foM firm delight 
By vice, vfhich innocence alone can give* 

But how perplext, alas! is human fate! 

I, whom nor avarice nor pleafures move. 

Who view with fcom the trophies of the greats 
Yet mnffc myfelf Be made a flavc to love* 

If this dire pallion never will be gone. 

If beauty always mull my heart enthral. 

Oh ! rather let me be confined to one. 

Than madly thus be made a prey to all ! 

One who has early known the pomps of Itate 
^For things unknown 'tis ignorance to condemn) 

And after having viewed the gaudy bait. 

Can boldly fay. The Trifle I contemn. 

In her bleft arras contented could I live. 

Contented could I die : but oh 1 ray mind 

I feed^with fancies, andf my thoughts deceive. 

With hope of things impolfible to find* 

In women how {hould fenfe and beauty meet ? 

The wifefi men their youth in follies fpend ; 

The beft is he that eailieO: finds the cheat. 

And fees his errors while there 's time to mend* 

T H E 
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the despairing lover. 

D istracted with care 

For Ph}llis the fair. 

Since nothing could move her. 

Poor Damon, her lover, 

Refolves in defpair 
No longer to languifh. 

Nor bear fo much anguifh 5 
But, mad with his love. 

To a precipice goes. 

Where a leap from above 
Would foon iinifh his woes« 

When in rage he came there. 

Beholding how Heep 
The fides did appear. 

And the bottom how deep ; 

His torments proje<fting. 

And fadly refiefting. 

That a lover forlaken 
A new love may get. 

But a neck when once broken 
Can never be fet ; 

And, that he could die 
Whenever be vi^ould. 

But, that he could live 
But as long as he could : 


How 
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How grlex’oos foeier 
The torment might grow# 

.He fcorn'd to endeavour 
To finifli it {oa 
But bold;^ unconcerned 
At thoughts of the pain> 

He calmly leturn^d 
To his cottage again.. 

^ S O N G, 

O F all the torments^ all the cares> 

With which our lives arc curll;^ 

Of all the plagues a* lover bears. 

Sure rivals are the worft I 
By partners, in each other kind,, 

Alfii<flions eaher grow ; 

In love alone we hate to fmd 
Companions of our woe. 

Sylvia, for all the pangs you fee 
Are labouring in my breaft ; 

I beg not you would favour me, 

Would you buttHight the reil I 
How great foe’er your rigours are^^ 

With them alone I *11 cope ^ 

I can endure my own defpgir# 

But not another’s hope* 


A SONG 
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A SON<? TO PHYLLISU 

I. 

P HYLLIS, we not grieve that Natyre^ 
Forming you, has done her part ; 

And in every hngle feature 
Shewed the utmofl of her art. 

II. 

But in this it is pretended 
That a mighty grievance lies. 

That your heart Ihould be defended. 

Whim you wound us with your cyes^ 

III. 

Love 's a fenfelefs inclination. 

Where no mercy "s to be found ; 

But is juft, where kind compafhon 
Gives us balm to heal the wound* 

IV. 

Perfians, paying folemn duty, 

1 o the rifing Sun inclin’d, 

Never would adore his beauty. 

But in hopes to make him kiud* 

PHYLLISES RESOLUTION. 

I. 

T ¥ T H E N Haves their liberty require,^ 

^ ^ They hope no more to gamj. 

But you not only that defire. 

But alk thp power to reign^ 


IL Thialc 
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II. 

Thittk how unjuft a fait you make. 

Then you will foon decline ; 

Your freedom, when you picafe, pray take. 

But trefpafs not on mine. 

III. 

No more in vain, Alcander, crave, 

I ne’er will grant the thing. 

That he, who once has been my Have, 

Should ever be my king. 

AN EPISTLE, 

TO A LADY WHO HAD RESOLVED AGAINST 
MARRIAGE. 

M adam, I cannot but congratulate 
Your refolution for a ftngle ftate; 

Ladies, who would live undifturb’d and free, 

Muft never put on Hymen’s livery ; 

Perhaps its outftde feems to promife fair. 

But underneath is nothing elfe but care. 

If once you let the Gordian knot be ty’d. 

Which turns the name of virgin into bride ; 

That one fond ad your life’s beft fcene foregoes. 

And leads you in a labyrinth of woes, 

Whofe ftrange meanders you may fearch about. 

But never find the clue to let you out* 

The married life affords you little eafe. 

The beft of hujPbands is fg liard to pleafe ; 

Thii 
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This in wives careful £ices you may fpell. 

Though they diilemble their misfortunes welL 
N'o piague fo great as an ill-ruIlng head. 

Yet 'tis a fate which few young ladies dicad ; 

For Love’s infinuating fie they fan^ 

With fweet ideas of a god-hke man, 

Chloris and Ph) liis gloiy’d in then fw'^ains. 

And fung their praifcs on the neighbouring plains; 

Oh I they were brave, accompIilVd, charming men* 
Angels till marrj'hi, but proud devils then. 

Sure fome rcfiltlefs power with Cupid fides. 

Or wc Ihould have more virgins, fewer brides ^ 

For fingle lives aifuni the moll content. 

Set 11 re and happy, as they ’'re innocent : 

Bright as Ol} mpus, crown’d with endlefs eafe* 

And caLn as Neptune on the Halcyon feas ; 

Your feep is broke with no domeftic cares, 

No bawling children to dillurb your prayers | 

No parting fonows to extort ) our tears, 

No foluflcring hulband to renew your fears 1 
Therefore, dear madam, let a friend advife. 

Love and its idle deity defpife: 

Supprefs wild Nature, if it dares rebel ; 

There 's no fuch thing as leading apes in hell.’® 


B h 
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CL ELIA TO URANIA. 
AN ODE* 

I. 

T he difmal re^^ions which no fun belioldsi 

Wlulft hib fires roll fonic diflant world to clicer, 
Which in dry darknefs, froft, and chilling cold. 
Spend one long portion of the dragging year. 

At his returning influence never knew 
More joy than Cklia, when lire thinks of you# 

II. 

Thofe zealots, who adore the rifmg ftiiv 
Would foon then daiHng deity defpife. 

And with more warm, more true devotion run, 

1 o worfhip nobler beams’", Uiania's eyes ; 

Had they behejd her lovely form divine, 

Where rays more glorious, more attra&ng, fiiine* 

IIL 

Bat, ah I frail mortals, though you may admire 
At a convenient difence all her charms. 

Approach them, and you 11 feel a raging hre. 

Which fcorches deep, and all your power difarms t 
Thus, like th’ Arabian bird, your care proceeds 
From the bright objedl which your pleafore breeds. 


SONG. 
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U 

T hough CdhMiom w bemJur'J, 

And Strcphon to ador« licr born. 

In vain her pity U itnpk>r'd. 

Who kills him twice with charms and fcorn* 
U* 

I?air faint, to your bkft orb repair. 

To learn in heaven a Iieavcnly mind ; 

Thence hearken to a finner\ prayer. 

And be kfs beauteous, or more kind. 


LOVING ONE I NEVER SAA\\ 

rj^HOU tyrant God of Love, give oVr, 

A And pcrfccute this breaft" no more ; 

Ah 1 tell me why muft tveiy dart 
Be aim'd at my unhappy heart ? 

1 never murmur'd or repin'd, 

But patiently myfcJf refiga'd 

To all the tormenta, which through thcc 

Have fell,, alas 1 on wirctcbed me; 

But oh I I can no more fuftain 
I’his long-conti»hrd ftate of pain. 

Though 'tis but fruitlefa to complain. 

My heart, firft foften'*d by thy power*. 

Ne'er kept its liberiy honr r 

B b z 
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So fond and eafy was it grown. 

Each nymph might call the fool her own : 
So much to its own intereft blind. 

So flrangely charm'd to womankind. 

That it no moje belong'd to me. 

Than vellal- virgins hearts to thee* 

I often courted it to ftay ; 

But, deaf to all, 'twould fly away# 

In v'ain to Hop it I eflfay'd. 

Though often, often, I difplay^d 
I’he turns and doubles women made. 

Nay more, when it has home return'd. 

By feme proud maid ill us'd and fcorn'd# 
I ftill the renegade carefl. 

And gave it harbour in my brealL 
O ! then, with indignation fir'd 
At what before it fo admir'd ; 

With fhame and forrow ovcrcafi. 

And fad repentance for the paH, 

A thoufand facred oaths it fwore 
Never to wander from me more j 
After chimseras ne'er to rove. 

Or run the wild-goofe chace of love. 

Thus it refolv'd 

Till fome new face again betray'd 
TJie refoiutions it had made : 

'Ihen how 'twould flutter up and down^ 
Ee^er, impatient, to be gone : 

And, though fo often it had fail'd. 
Though vamiefs every heart alTaii'd, 
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Yet, lur’d by hope of nm delighCj 
It took again its fatal fiigiit, 

^Tis thus, maliciouS’dcity, 

That thou haft bantered wretched me ; 
Thus made me vainly lofe my time. 
Thus fool avyay my youthful prime ; 
And yet, for all the hours I 've loft. 
And ftglis, and tears, thy bondage coft,. 
Ne’er did thy Have thy favours biefs,, 

Or crown his paffion with fuccefs* 

Well — ^ftnce ’tis doom’d that I muft findi 
No love for love from womankind ; 

Since I no pleafuxe muft obtain. 

Let me at leaft avoid the pain : 

So weary of the chace I ’m grown,. 

That with content I ’d ftt. me dowiij^ 
Enjoy my book, my friend, my cell,. 
And bid all womankind fareweL 
Nay, alk for all I felt before. 

Only to be difturb’d no more.. 

Yet thou (to rfty complaimngs-deaf) ! 

Will give my torments no relief; 

Bat now, ev’n now,, thou mak’ft me die,. 
And love I know not whom, nor why. 

In every part Lfhel the lire. 

And burn with fanciful defire; 

Erom whence can love its magio draw 
1 doat on her, / yaw : 

And who, but lovers, can exprejfs 
This ftrange, myfteriotB tendernefs.*^- 
B b 3, 
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And yet methinks happier fo, 

"Fhan whom it is I Io^ e to Jenow : 

Now my unbounded notions rove* 

And frame ideas to my love* 

I fancy I fhould fomething find. 

Diviner both in face and mind. 

Than ever nature did bellow 
On any creature here below* 

I fancy thus Cormna walks. 

That thus fire fings, fhe looks, fhe talks* 
Sometimes I figh, and fancy then. 

That, did Corinna know my pain. 
Could fhe my trickling tears but fee, 

,She would be kind and pity me* 

Thus thinking I no caufc to grieve, 
I pleafingly myfelf deceive ; 

And fare am happier far than he 
Who knows the very truth can be* 
Then, gentle Cupid, let me ne'er 
See my imaginary fair : 

Left fhe fhould be more heavenly bright 
Than can be reach'd by Fancy's height : 
Left (vlien I on her beauty ga/^e. 
Confounded, loft in an anwze ; 

My trembling lips and eyes fhould tell, 
*Tis her I dare to love fo well) ; 

She, with an ^gry, fcornful eye. 

Or fome unkind, fevere reply. 

My hopes of blifs fhould overcaft. 

And my prefuming paffion blaft. 
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If but in this thou kind wilt prove* 

And let me not fee her I love* 

'I’hy altars prodrate I adore. 

And call thee tyrant-god no more. 


PASTORAL ECLOGUE?, 
ECLOGUE h 

D A P H N r, 

S ICILIAN Mufc, iny humble voice infplrt; 

To fing of Daphne's chaims and Damon's kxi\ 
Long had the faithful fwain fuppreft his grief. 

And, fince he durft not hope, ne'er alL’d relief* 

But at th' ai rival of the fatal day 

That took the nymph and all his joys awaj ; 

With dying looks he gaa’d upon the fair. 

And what his tongue could not, his eyes declare : 

7 ill With deep %hs, as if his heart-fimgs broke^ 
Prelhng her hand, thefe tender things he {yoke ; 

DAMON, 

, Ah, lovely nymph i behold your lover burn. 

And view that paffion which yoi| 'II not return* 

As no nymph's charms did ever equal thine. 

So no fw am* s love did ever equal mine : 

How happy, fair, how happy fhonid I be^ 

Might I but facrifice rnyfeif for tb«?^ i 
B b 4 
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Could I but pleafe .tlicc with my dying vorfe,, 

And make thee flied one tear upon my hcarfel 

DAPHN R. 

Too free an offiir bf that love you make. 

Which now, alas, I have not power to take : 

Your wounds- 1 cannot, tliough I would,, relieve;. 
Piiaon has all the love that I can give# 

Had you among the red at iird avail'd 
Vly heart, v/hen free, you had, perhaps, prevairj# 
Now if you blame, olr, blame not me, but Fate, 
That never brought you ’till *twas grown too late. 

' DAMON. 

Had the fates brought me then, too charming faiiv 
1 cxmld not hope,, and now I muft defpair*, 

KiilM by your friends^, you quit tlie lover's flame,., 
hbr flacks, for, paftures, for an empty name. 

Yet though the bled pofleflion fate denies. 

Oh let me gaxe for ever, on thofb eyes : 

So jud, fo true, fo innocent 's my flame, 

Ihat Phaon, did he fee it,, could not. blame.. 

* DAPHN.E. 

Such generous ends I know you dill purfue,. 

What I can do, be furc 1 will for you. 

If on edeem or pity you can live,. 

Or hopes of more, if I had more to give,. 

'lliofe you may have, but cannot have my heart-i: 
And fince we now perhaps for ever, part,. 

Such noble "thoughts through ail your life exprefs,. 
May make the value more, the pity kfs. 


DAM O N-,. 
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DAMON. 

Can you then go ? Can you for ever party 
(Ye Godb I what Ihivering pasns furround my heart If 
And have one thought to make your pity Icfs ? 

Ah Daphne, could I half my pangs exprefs. 

You could not think, though hard a& rocks you wercj, 
You? pity ever could too great appear. 

I ne’er fliall be one moment free fiom pain^ 

^Tili I behold thofe charming eyes again. 

When gay divcrfions do your thoughts employ^ 

I would not come to interrupt the joy j 
Eut when from them you feme ipare moment find,* 
Think then, oh think on whom you leave behind!. 
Think vnth what heart I lhall behold the green,, 

Where I fo oft thofe charming eyes have feen 1 
Think with what grief I walk the groves alone,. 

When you, the glory of them all, are gone I 
Yet, oh ! that little time you have to fiay, 

Jjct me Hill fpeak, and gaze my foul away I 
But fee my pafTion that fmall aid denies ; 

Grie^ Hops my tongue, and tears overflow my 


E C L O. G. D E IL, 

G A L A T E A. 

T H YRSIS, the gayeft one of all the fwains,^ 
,Who fed their fiocksmpon th* Arcadian plains;: 
While love’s mad palHon quite devoured his heart. 

And the coy nymph that caus’d, negkds his fmart 

Strives 
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Strives in low numbers, fucli as fliepherds ufe. 

If not to move her breaft* his own amufe* 

You, Chloris, who with fcom refufc to fee 
The mighty wounds that you have made on me $ 

Yet cannot fure with equal pride difdain. 

To hear an humble hind of his complain. 

Now while the Hocks and herds to fhades retire, 
While the fierce fun fets all the world on fire ; 
Through burning fields, through rugged brakes I rove, 
And to the hills and woods declare my love. 

How fmali 's the heat I how eafy is the pain 
I feel without, to that I feel within I 
Yet fcornful Galatea will not hear. 

But from my fongs and pipe Hill turns her car ? 

Not fo the fage Corifca, nor the fair 
Climena, nor rich /Egon’s only care ; 

From them my fongs a jufi companion drew ; 

And they (hall have them, fincc contemn’d by you# 
Why name I them, when cv’n chafie Cynthia Ha) S| 
And Pan himfdf, to iifien to my lays ? 

Pan, whofe fweet pi|>c has been admir’d fo long. 

Has not difdain’d fometimes to hear iny fang : 

Yet Galatea fcorns wliatc’er I fay. 

And Galatea’s wifer fure than thev. 

Relentlefs nymph I can nothing move your mind ? 
Muft you be deaf, becaufe you are unkind ? 

Though you difiike the fubjcdl of my lays. 

Yet fure the fweetnefs of my voice might pleafe# 

*It is not thus that you dull Mopfiis ufe ; 

Plis fongs divert yon, though you mine refufe : 

Yer 
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Yet I could tell you, fair-one, if I wouM, 

(And fmce you treat me thus, raethinics I ihouId| 
What the wife Lycon faid, when in yon^ plain 
He faw him court in hope, and me in vain ; 

Forbear, fond youth, to chace a heedlefs fair. 

Nor think with well-tun'd verfe to pleafe her ear; 

Seek out feme other nymph, nor e'er repine 
That one who likes his fongs, Should fly from thine* . 

, Ah, Lyconi tih ! your rage faJfe dangers forms; 
®Tis not his fongs, but kis his fortune charms : 

Yet, fcornful maid, in time you’ll And thofe toys 
Can yield no real, no fubflaatial joys ; 

In vain his wealth, his titles gain efleena. 

If for all that you are afham'd of him. 

Ah, Galatea, would’fl: thou turn thofe eyes, 
YYuId’fl thou but once vouchfafe to hear my <:ricsjg 
In fuch foft notes I would my pains impart. 

As could not fail to move thy rocky heart;* 

Wbth fuch fw eet fongs I would thy fame make known^ 
As Pan himfcif might not difdain to ov^n, 

Oh could'fl: thou, fair-one, but contented be 
To tend the flicep, and chace the hares, with me; 

To have thy praifes echo’d through the groves. 

And pafs thy days with one who truly loves ; 

3SJor let thofe gaudy toys thy heart furprize, 

Which the fools envy, and the fage defpife. 

But Galatea feorns my humble flame, 

And neither alks my fortune, nor my name* 

Of the befl cheefe my welhflor^d dairy ’s fu|I, 

And my foft %ep produce .the ^ineft wpo|i; 


The 
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The richeft wmes of Greece my \ine}ari!s yield* 

And failing crops of grain adorn my field. 

Ah, foolifii youth I in vain thou boairil thy flore* 
Have what thou wilt, if Mopfus ftill has more. 

See whilft thou fing*ll, Ix'hold htr haughty pride* 
With what difdain Oie turns her head afide! 

Oh, why would Nature, to our ruin, place 
A'tiger's heart* with fuch an angcFs face ? 

Ceafe, fhepherd, ceafe, at fall rhy fraiifcfs moan ^ 
Nor hope to gain a heart already gone. 

WhMe rocks and caves thy tuneful notes refound*, 

See how thy corn lies wither'd on the ground ! 

The hungry wolv/s devour thy fatten'd lambs; 

And bleating for the young makes lean the dams. 
Take, fhepherd, t^e thy hook, thy Hocks purfue*, 
Afcd when one nymph proves cruel, find a new* 

ECLOGUE III. 

DAMON. 

TAKEN FROM THE EIGHTH ECLOGUE OF VIRGIL*. 

A rise, O Phofphorus ! and bnng the day. 
While I in fighs and tears confume away ; 
Deceiv'd with flattering hopes of NifaVlove; 

And to the gods my vain petitions move : 

Though they 've done nothing to prevent- my death,* 

I 'll yet invoke them with my dying breath. 

Begin, my Mufe, begin th* Arcadwn drains* 

Arcadia 's famous for its fpacious plains. 

Its whiflling pine-trees, and its fliady groves, 

And often«hears the fwains lament their loves*. 


Great 
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<jreat Pan upon its mountains feeds his goatSj 
Who firii: taught reeds to warble rural notes* 

Begin, my Mufe, begin th* Arcadian ilrains, 

Mopfiis weds Nifa ! oh^ well-fuited pair I 
When he fucceeds, w'hat lover can defpair ? 

After this match, let mares and griiSns breed ; 

And hounds with hares in friendly confort feed* 

Go, Mopfus, go ; provide the bndal cake. 

And to thy bed the blooming virgin take : 

In her foft arms thou fhalt fecurely reft. 

Behold, the evening comes to make thee bleft t 
Begin, my Mufe, begin th" Arcadian ftrains. 

Oh, Nifa, happy in a lovdy choice I 
While you with fcorn negledt my pipe and voice j 
While you defpife my humble fongs, my herd. 

My fhaggy eyebrows, and my rugged beard ; 

While through the plains difdainfully you move. 

And think no fhepherd can deferve your love ; 

Mopfus alone can tlie nice virgin win. 

With charming perfon, and with giaceful miem 
Begin, my Mufe, begin th' Arcadian ftrains. 

When -firft I faw you on thoie fatal plains, 

I reach'd you fruit ; your mother too was there ; 

Scarce had you feeii the thirteenth ipring appear 2 
Yet beauty's buds were opening in your face ; 

I gaz'd, and bliifhes did your charms increaie* 

^Tis love, thought I, that 's rifing in her breaft^ 

Alas, your paftion, by my own, I gueft ; 

Then upon truft I fed the raging pains* 

Begin, my Mufe, begin th* Arcadian ftrains* 

Oh, 
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love I 1 know thee now ; them ow'H thy Mrth 
To rocks j fome craggy mountain brought thee forth s: 
Nor is it human blood that fills thy vcins^ 

Begin, my Mufe, begin th* Arcadian Ihains* 
Relentlefs love to bold Medea 
To flain her guik}^ hands in chikhen^s blood# 

\\^ 4 s ib© more c ruck or more wicked he ? 

He was a wicked counfellor^ a cruel mother fhe# 
Begin, my Mufe, begin th' Arcadian ilrains. 

Now let the fcreech-owls vie with warbling fwana; 
I/pon hard oaks let Muflung |‘veaches grow. 

And fiorn.the brambles liquid amber fiou* 

The harmlefs w'olvcs the ravenous fheep iliall fliun i 
And vitiunt deer at fearful grc}bounds run ; 

Let the fca rife, and overflow tlic pLsiiis* 

Begin, my Mufe, begin th' Arcadian drains* 

Adieu, }e flocks ; no more lhall 1 purfuc ! 

Adieu, groves ; <i long, a long adieu ! 

And you, coy n}mph, who all my vows difdain, 
^i'akc this lall prefent from a dying Twain* 
hince you difiike whatever in life I faid. 

Yon may be pleas’d, perhaps, to hear Tra dead: 

I'h.s leap fhall put an end to ail my pains* 

Now ceafe, my Mufe, now ceafe th’ Arcadian drains, 
Ibus Damon fung while on the cliff he flood. 

Then headlong plung’d into the raging flood* 

All with united grief the lofs bemoan. 

Except the aurfiorcfs of his fate alone, 

Who hears it with an unrelenting breaih 
Ah, cruel bymphl forbear your fcom at Icafl, 


How 
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jBow much foe'er you may the lore defpift^ 

'Tis barbarous to iufuk oa one that dies. 

ECLOGUE IV.. 

L Y C O N. 

S TREPHON and Damon’s flocks together fe^ 
Two charming fwains as e’er Arcadia bred ; 

Both fam’d for wit, and fam’d for beauty both |. 

Both in the lufire of their blooming youth : 

No fullen cares their tender thoughts remove. 

No paffions difeompofe their fouls, but love. 

Once, and but once alone, as itory goes. 

Between the youths a fierce difpute arofe ; 

Not for the merit of their tuneful lays 

(1 hough both deferv’d, yet both defpxs’d, that praife ) ; 

Bur for a caufe of greater moment far. 

That merited a lover’s utmott care. 

Each fwain the prize of beauty flrovc to gain,. 

For the bright Ihepherdefs that caus’d his pain. 

Ly con they chofe, the difeence to decide, 

Lycon, for prudence and fage counfel try’d 
Who love’s myfferious arts had ffudy’d long. 

And taught, when old, what he had pradis’d young# 
For the difpute alternate verfe they choofe. 

Alternate verfe delights the rural Mufe, 

STK.EP. To Fla via, love, thou juftly ow’ll the prize. 
She owns thy power, nor does thy laws reprove. 

Da m. Though Sylvia, for herfelf, love’s power defe% 
What crowds of vaffala has fbe made to -love I 

Stref. 
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Utref. When Flavia comes attir'd for rural gtmes^ " 
Each curl, each flower llic wears, a charm exprefs,* 
Bam* Sylvia, without a foreign aid, inflames; 

Charm'^ with her eyes, we never mind her drefs* 
Strep* Have you feen Klavia with her fiaxcnhair? 

She feems an image of the qiiCLn of loiel 
Dam. Sylvia's dark hair like Ixjda's locks a|)pear. 
And yet, like her, has charms to conquer Jove, 
Strep. Flavia by crouds of lovers is admir'd; 

Happy that youth who fhall the fair enjoy I 
Dam. Sylvia negledb her lovers, lives retir'd; 

Happy, that could her lonely thouglits employ ! 
Strep. Flavia, wherc-e'er Ihe comes, the fwains fuh« 
dues, 

And every fmile fhe gives conveys a dart. 

Dam. Sylvia the fwains with native coldnefs views. 
And yet what fliephcrd can defend his heart ? 
Strep, Flavia's bright beauties in an inflant ftrlke; 

Gazers, before the) think of it, adore. 

Dam. Sylvia's foft charms, as foon as feen, we Hke; 

But ftill the more we think, we love the more. 

Si rep. Who IS fo flupid, that has Flavia feen. 

As not to view the nymph with vafl: delight ? 

Da M. Who has feen Sylvia, and fo ftupid been. 

As to remember any other fight ? 

Strep. What thoughts has Flavia, when with care fli® 
views 

Her charming graces in the ciyflal lakes ? 

Dam. To fee hers, Sylvia need no mirrors ufe j 
She fees them by the conquefts that file makes. 

Strep, 
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St REF* With what alFurance F'avia walks the plains! 

She knows the nymphs muft all their lovers yield* 
Dam. Sylvia with blufhes wounds the gating fwains. 
And while Ihe flrives to fly, ihe wins the field. 
Strep. Flavia at firfl: young Meliliocus lov*d; 

For me fhe did that charming youth forfakc. 

Dam. Sylvia's relentlefs heart was never niovVij 
Gods ! that I might the firfl: imprefiion make I 
Strip. Should Flavia hear that Sylvia vy"d with her ; 

"What indignation would the oharmcr Ihow ! 

Dam. Sylvia would Flavia to herfelf prefer: 

There we alone her judgment difallow. 

Strep. If Sylvia's charms with Flavin's can compare. 
Why is this crowded fiill, and that alone ? 

Dfl. M. Bccaufc their ways of life fb different are ; 

Flavia gives all men hopes, and Sylvia none. 

Lycon. Shepherds, enough ; now ceafe your amorous 
w'ar; 

Or too much heat may carry lM>th too far ; 

T well attended the difpiite, and find 

Both nymphs ha\e charms, but each in difiercnt kind. 

Flavia deferves more pains than fhe will cofi: ; 

As eafily got, were Ihe not eafily lofi. 

Sylvia IS much more difficult to gain ; 

But, once pofiefs'd, will well reward the pain. 

We wifh them Flavias all, when firfl: we burn ; 

But, once pofTefs'd, wilh they would Sylvias turn. 

And, by the different charms in each expreft. 

One we Ihould foonefi: Iove> the other bell:. 

VoL. XVII, Cc ECLOGUE 
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ECLOGUE V. 
DELIA. 

1AM2NTINO THS 0«ATH OP MRl?. TEMPBSTi WHO 
0IBD UPON THE 0AV OP THE CRIAT STOEM. 

Y e gentle fwains, who pafs your days and night* 

In Love's finccui^ and innocent delights ! 

Ye tender virgins, who with pride difplay 
Your beauty’s fpkndor^ and extend your fway I 
Lanaent with me I with me your forrows join I 
And mingk your* united tears with mine I 
Delia, the Queen of Love, let all deplore I 
Delia, the Queen of Beauty, now no morel 
Begin, my Mufe ! begin your mournful llrains! 
n ell the fad tale through all the hills and plains I 
'fell it through every lawn and every grove i 
Where flocks can wander, or where fl^ephcrds rove t 
Bid neighbouring rivers tell the diftant fca. 

And winds from pole to pole the news convey I 
Delia, the Queen of Love, let all deplore I 
Delia, the Queen ©f Beauty, now no morel 
*I'is done, and all obey the mournful Mufe I 
See, hills, and plains, and winds, have heard the news I 
The foaming fea o’erwhclms the frighten’d fhore. 

The vallies trembfe, and the mountains roati. 

See lofty oaks from firm foundations torn. 

And flately towers m heapa of ruin mourn I 
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The gentle Thames, that rardy pafUon knon:. 

Swells w ith this (orrow, md her l»nks oVrfloirs : 
What fhrieks arc heard! what groans! what d} ing riio! 
Ev'n nature's felf in dire coiwulfions lies I 
Delia, the Queen of Lot^e, they all cieplure! 

Delia, the Queen of Beauty, now' no more I 
O ! why did I furvive the fatal day, 

That fnatch'd the joys of all my life aw^ay i 
Why was not I beneath fame min loft ? 

Sunk in the feas, or Hiipwrec k*d ♦ n the coafti 
Why did the Fates fparc this devoted head ? 

Why did I live to hear that tljou wert dead ? 

By thee my griefs were calm'd, my torments eas'd ; 

Nor knew I pleafurc but as thoa wert pkas'd. 

Where fh^ill I wander now, diftrefs'd, alone ? 

What ufe have I of life, now thou art gone i 
I have no ufe, alas ! but to deplore 
Delia, the pride of Beauty, now no more ! 

Wliat living nymph is blcft with equal jrace ? 

All may dilpute, but who can ill tby place? 

What lover in his miftrefs hopes to ind 
A form fa lovely, with fo bright a mmd ? 

Doris may boaft a face divinely fair. 

But wants thy iiape, thy motions, and thy air. 

Lucinda has tby Ibape, but mt tliok eyes, 
lliat, while they did th* admiring we^Id furprize, 
Bifclos’d the fecret ktre o£ the »md# 

And feem’d each lover's iniiKiift thoughts to flnd^ 

Others, whofe beauty yielding fwan^ confefs. 

By kdifcretiiM make ikau Ms# 

C c 35 And 
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And want thy condud and obliging wit 
Jo fi)C thofc Haves who to their chains fubmit* 
fomc rich tyrant hoards an ufdefs Horc, 

That w'ould, well plac'd, in rich a choufand more; 

So didft thou keep a crowd of charms retir’d 
Would make a thoiifand other nymphs admir'd# 

Gay, modeft, artkTs, beautiful and young. 

Slow to refoivej in refolution ftrong; 

To all obliging, yet referv’d to all ; 

None. could himfelf the favour’d lover call: 

That which alone could make his hopes endure, 

Was, that he faw no other fwain fccurc* 

Whither, ah 1 whither are thofe graces fled ? 

Down to the dark, the melancholy (hade ? 

Now, flicpherds, now lament ! and now deplorcl 
Delia is dead, and beauty is no more I 

For thee each tuneful fwain prepar’d his lays, 

II is fame exalting while he fung thy praife* 

Thyrfi^, in gay and cafy meafurcs, flrove 
To charm thy ears, and tune thy foul to love : 
Menalcas, in his numbers more fublime, 

Extoird thy virtues in immortal rhyme, 

GI}Xon whofc fatire kept the vi'orld in awe. 

Soften’d his ftrain, when firfl thy charms he faw, 
Confefs’d the goddefs who newTorm'd his mind. 
Proclaim’d thy beauties, and forgot mankind, 

Ceafe, fhepherd, ceafe ; the charms you fung are fle^ 
The ^ory of our blafted ifle is dead# 

Now join your griefs with mine! and now deplore 
Delia, the pride of beauty, now no more I 
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Behold where now fhe lies depriv'd of breath ! 
Charming though pale, and beautiful in death ! 

A troop of weeping Virgins by her fide; 

With all the pomp of woe and forrows pride ! 

O, .early loft ! O, fitter to be led 
In chearful fplendor to the bridal-bcd, 

Than thus condufed to th' untimely tomb, 

A fpodefs virgin in her beauty’s bloom ! 

Whatever hopes fuperior merit gave, 
liCt me, at lead, embrace thee in the grave ; 

On thy cold Ups imprint a dying kifs ; 

0 that thy coynefs could refufe me this I 
Such melting tears upon thy limbs I ’II pour. 

Shall thaw their niimbnefs, and thy wMrmth leitorc, 
Clafpt to my glowing breafl, thou may’ll revive ; 

1 '11 breathe fuch tender fighs fhall make thee live, 

Or, if feverer’ fates that aid deny,, 

If thou canfl not revive, yet I may die. 

In one cold grave together may be laid 
The truefl lover and the loveliefl maid. 

Then lliall I ceafe to grieve, and not before ; 

Then fhall I ceafe fair Delia to deplore. 

But fee, thofe dreadful objeds difappear ! 

The fun Ihines out, and all the heavens are clear : 

The w^arring winds are hufh’d, the fea ferene ; 

And nature, foffen’d, fhifts her angry fccne. 

What means this fudden change ? metbinks I hear 
Melodious mufic from the heavenly fpbere I 
Liften, ye fhepherds, and devour the found I 
LiHen : the faint, the lovely faint, ,is crown’d ! * 

C c 3 While 
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’R'hite w, imftaken la our joy andf grief. 

Bewail licr fatr^ who wmu not our relief : 

From the pkas'd orb& fiic views us here below. 

Ami with kind pity w‘ondcrs at our woe- 
Ah, cliarminj^ faint ! fmee tljou art hkfb^d aborc^ 
Indulge thy lovers, and fon.^i^c their love- 
Forgi\c their tears, who pief»M witli grief and caie, 
Feel not thy joys, but feel their own defpair. 

HORACE, ODE in. BOOK ID. 

IMITATED, 1705. 

I. 

T il E man that rcfolote and juft. 

Firm to his principles and truft ; 

Nor hopes nor fears can blind ; 

No paftions his dcfigns control. 

Not Love, that tyrant of the foul. 

Can lhake his fteady mind- 
IL 

Not parties for revenge engaged, 

Nor threatenings of a court enrag'd. 

Nor ftorms where fleets defpair ; 

Not thunder pointed at his head ; 

The (batter'd world may ftrike him dead. 

Not touch his foul with fear* 

III. 

From this the Grecian gloiy rofe. 

By this the Romans aw'd their foes : 

Of this their poets fing* 
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Thefe were the paths their heroes trod, 

Thefe ads made Hercules a god j 
And great NalTau a king.. 

IV. 

Firm on the rolling deck he ftood. 

Unmov'd, beheld the breaking flood. 

With blackening ftorms combin'd. 

Virtue, he cry'd, will force its way j 
The wind may for a while delay. 

Not alter our defign. 

V. 

The men whom felfiOi hopes inflame, 

**= Or vanity allures to fame, 

May be fo fears betray'd : 

But here a church for fuccour dies, 

Infulted law expiring lies. 

And loudly calls for aid* 

Vi. 

Yes, Biitons, yes, with ardent zeal, 

I come, the wounded heart to heal, 

** The wounding hand to bind : 

See tools of arbitrary fway. 

And pnefts, like loctdis, fcout away 
Before the weftera wind. 

vn. 

Law fhall again her force refum® ; 

Religion, clear'd from cloijds of Rome, 

With brighter rays advance. 

The Britifh fleet fhall rule the deep. 

The Britifh youth, as rous'd from fleep. 

Strike terror into France. 

C 0 ^ 
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\1IL 

Nor fhali thcfe promifcs of fate 
«< Be limited to my fhort date : 

** When I from cares nithdraw, 

** Still Oiall the Britiih fetptre rtand, 

** Still Hounfh in a female hand, 

** And to mankind gne hw* 

IX. 

She {hall domcliic loes unite, 

Monarchs beneath her flags Hiall figfit, 

** Whole armies diag her chain : 

** She fliali loll Ital} reftore, 

** Shall make tif impeiial eagle foar,, 

<< And gi\e a king to Spain* 

X. 

** But know, thefe promifej» arc giv’en, 
Thefe great rewards impartial heaven 
Does on thefe terms decree ; 

** That, ilridly punidung mens faults, 

You let their confciences and thoughts 
<< Refl abfolutely free. 

XL 

Let no falfe politics confine. 

In narrow bounds, your vail defign 
To make mankind unite; 

Nor think it a fufficient caufe 
To pumOi man by penal laws,, 

** For not believing right. 

XII. 

Rome, whofe blind zeal dtQ.my$ mankind 
Rome's fom {ball your compaffion find, 

** Who ne’er coropailion knew. 



393 


HORACE IMITATED. 

By nobles adions theirs condemn : 

«« For what has been reproach'd in them>, 

** Can ne'er be prais'd in you/' 

XIII, 

Thefe fubjeds fuit not with the lyre ; 

Mufe ! to what height doft thou afpire. 
Pretending to rehearfe 
The thoughts of gods, and god-hke kings t 
Ceafe, ceafe to Jeffen lofty things 
By mean ignoble verfe. 


THE GOLDEN AGE RESTORED, 170J, 

AN IMITATION Of THE FOURTH ECLOGUE 
OF VIR G-ILj 

SUPPOSED TO HAVE BEEN TAKEN FROM A 
SIBYLLINE PROPHECY. 

Paulo majora canamus." 

OICILIAN Mufe, begin a loftier flight ; 

^ Not all in trees and lowly fhrubs delight : 

Or if your rural fhades you ftill purfue. 

Make your fhades fit for able ftatefmens vhw^ 

The time is come, by ancient Pards foretold, 
Rellonng the Saturnian age of gold j 
The vile, degenerate, whiggifli odsprmg endsv 
A higli-church progeny from* heaven defeends. 

0 learned 
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O learned Oxford, fpare no facred pains 
nurfe the glorious breed, now thy own 
reigns. 

And thou great darling of this land, 

’"Doft foremoft in that famM commidion liand; 
Whofe deep remarks the Hftening world admires, 

By w’hofe aufpicious care old Ranelagh expires. 

Your mighty genius no ftrift rules can bindj 
You punilh men for crimes, which you want tirattofind, 
Senates fiiall now like holy fynods be. 

And holy fynods fcnatc-likc agree. 

Monmouth and Moftyn here inftruft tire youth, 
There Bincks and JCiiiibcrlcy maintain the facxed truth* 
Powis and Hamlin here, with equal claim, 

T'hrough wide Welt-Saxon realms extend their fame; 
There Birch and Hooper right divine convey, 

Nor treat their bilhops in a human way* 

Now all our factions, all our fears lhall ccafc. 

And Torks rule the promis’d land in peace. 

Malice fhall die, and noxious poifons fail, 

Harley fhall ceafe to trick, and Seymour ceafe to railt 
I’he lambs fhall with the lions walk unhurt. 

And Halifax and Howe meet civilly at court* 
Viceroys, liige Providence, with diilaut care. 

Shall govern kingdoms where they ne’er appear; 
Pacific adrmrak, to fare the ficet. 

Shall fly from conquefl, and fhall conquefl meet : 
Commanders fljtidl be prais’d at William’s coll. 

And honour be retriev’d before loft* 


BreretOB 
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“Bicreton and Burnaby the court fhall grace. 

And Howe fhall not difdain to ihare a place* 
Forgotten Molyneux and Mafon now 
Revive and fhine again in Fox and Howe. 

But as they flronger grow and mend their fhrain. 

By choice examples of King Charleses reign ; 

Bold Beliafis and patriot D’Avenant then. 

One fliail employ the fword, and one the pen r 
Troops {hail be led to plunder, not to fight, 

''I'lie tool of faifdon fhall to peace invite, 

Aiid foes to union be employ'd the kingdoms to unite. 

Y ct fHll fame Whigs among the peers arc found. 
Like brambles flourifhing in barren ground. 

Somers malicioufly employs his care 
To make the lords the kgiflature fhare* 

Burnet declares how French dragooning rofc. 

And bifhaps perfecuting bills oppofe : 

Till Roc heller's cool temper fhall be fir'd. 

And North's and Nottingham's firong leafonings be 
admir'd. 

But when due time their comafels fhall mature. 

And frefh removes have made the gai-ne fecure ; 

When Somerfet and Bevonfhke give place 
To Wyndhain's Bradford, and to Richmond's grace. 
Both converts great 5 when juliice is refin'd. 

And corporations garbled to their mind ; 

Then pafiSve dotSlnnes fhall with glory rife. 

Before them hated moderation flies. 

And antiH:hcii:ian toleration dies* 


^ Btihop Sprat. 


Granville 
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GfanirxIIc fhall feize tlie Iong-expc<flcd chair, 
Godolphia to fomc country feat repair | 

Pembroke from all empioyment& he debarred, 

And Marlborough, for ancicnc crimes, reecive his jdli 

reward* 

France, that this happy change fo wifely has begun, 
Shall bicfs the great defign, and bid it fmoothly nm* 
Come on, young Jameses friendu, this is the time, 
comp on ; 

Receive juft honours, and furround the throne., 
Boldly your loyal principles maintain. 

Hedges now rules the ftate, and Rookc the main. 
Grimes is at hand the members to rcM'anl, 

And troops are triifted to your own Gerhard, 

I'he faithful club-affembles at the Vine, 

And French intrigues are broach’d o*er Englifh wine.. 
Freely the fenate the defign proclaims, 

Affronting William, and applauding James, 

Good ancient members, with a fblema facc> . 

’ Fropofe that fafety give to order place ; . 

And what they dare not openly diiiuade. 

Is by expedients ineftcftual made. 

Ev’n Finch*and Mulgrave, whom the court carefs, 
Exalt its praifes, but its power deprefs ; 

And, that impartial juflice may bofeen, 

Confirip to friends what they refus’d the Queen# 
Bifhops who ropft advanc’d good James’s caufc 
church and ilatc, now reap deferv’d appliufe : 

While thofe who rather made the Tower -theii: choice. 
Are dyi’d unchnilian by the nation’s \oite. 

Avow’diy 
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AiowMIy no^v St. David's caufe they own, 

And James's votes for fimony atone. 

ArclibiiLop Kenn ftiall from Long-Leat be drawn. 
While firm Nonjurors from behind ftand crouding for 
the lawn. 

And thou, great Weymouth, to reward thy charge^, 
Shalt fail to Lambeth in his Grace's barge. 

See by bafe rebels James the Juft betray'd. 

See his three realms by vile ufurpers fway'd; 

'J'hen fee wdeh joy his lawful heir reftor'd. 

And erring nations own their injur'd lord. 

O would kind heaven fo long my life maintain, 
Infpiring raptures worthy fuch a reign J 
Not Thracian Saint John fiaould with me contend. 
Nor my fweet lays harmonious Hammond's mend : 
Not though young D'Avenant, Saint John ftiouidproteci, 
Or the {hrewd Dodor, Hammond's lines corre<fh 
Nay, ftiouid Tredenham in St. Mawes compare his 
fongs to mine, 

Tredenham, though St. Mawes were judge, his laurd 
ftiould refign. 

Prepare, aulpicipus youth, thy friends to meet; 

Sir George * already has prepar'd the fleet. 

Should riial Neptune (who with envious mind 
In times of danger ftill this -chief confin'd) 

Now fend the gout, the hero to difgrace, 

Honeft George Churchill may fupply his place* 


^ Kookc. 
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